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.. • 


OVERTURE 

1S72 

I wriit. of the I >is( iples, because He 
U'lto was their Master, having left on earth 
The memory of a fare that none could paint, 
The echo ot>a sour that none could reach, 
Hath left hijS own immortal words and woths 
To he a witness for him. Who should dare 

To add ope hne*or lesson unto these? 

« 

And in tins year ofcloss, this first blank year 
For us whom he held near and dear to him, 
The heart is far too full to speak of thee, 
Except through speaking of thy faithful ones, 
Joski'M M.vzziNt, Master, first of those 
The Sons of Men who arc the Sons of God I 
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OVERTURE 


0 Book of mine, which he commanded! long 

« 

Waited and worked for, and achieved too late! 

♦ 

Whose first leaves flung over-seas, like flights , 

Of whifce doves loosened sweeping straight to home, 
Were carried unto Pisa, artd found there 
Mourning, and at the dead feet were laid low, 

Instead of in the mastfr’s living hand 

• . 

One day*tho late, and so came short for all, 

And missed the confirmation of his eyes; 

• Missed for this world the comfort of his voice;— 
But have not therefore l>een unknown to him. 

I do but write as he inspired it me; 

There is no passage but he knew it first; 

I know there is no line but must have passed 
Some time or other through his Brain to mjne ; 
Though not By utterance, by the finer threads, 
Which we, who live By vision moi>e than speech, 
Are conscious of,*but cannot frame again. 

For he was gone that day without fajewell,— 

« 

Suddenly jjarteti from the yiartyrdom 
Of lifelong sorrow to immortal peace ;— 

And in the momentary shock of loss, 

That made this world henceforth another world, 
Something we knew of what he first had felt, 

Who walked alone with God, and had no Higher 
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Of*humankind to he a help to him. 

The sweetness of his praise shall not he,mine; 
Instead, the more pathetic sacred sense 
Of something waiting, and for ever here* 

Of something striven Tor, not withoat God’s grace, 
And stamped with His denial; therefore ranked 
With other loss in life unmerited, 

• « 

Remembered ever with some faint far hope 
Of it,s repayment on another day. 

hfow no man fears thee: so the slanderer’s voice, 
. * 

More busy with the living than the dead, 

Is turned from thee; and men begin to praise, 

Seeing thy work was wrought without their aid ; 

And eyes are lifted to behold the true 

Life-proven figure of the man who long 

Went in and Oht amongst them undiscemed. 

And though th/e generation is not born 

Yet, that shall look upon thee in the light, 

Wher^ the things prophesied have come to pass, 

Yet the world’s heartns softening unto thee 

U’honr the world hated, following with hate, 

And wrong, and falsehood, thrfmgh a holy life. 

Rut I loved thee; I knew thee the first time 
My*eyes fell on some words of thine by chance. 
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I )vas a child then : - and when I am old, 

And my eyes fail from following in their flights 
The afltumn birds into the far-off heavens, 

v 

Still mid '.lie youth of that day I Shall stand 
Prouder than oviy in then pride of life. 

Having beheld what they shall never see, 

Having heard wotjds that’they can never hear, 
.Having a fare to make the darkness dawn, 
lever within my memory for a friend ; 

Remembering through the twilight of those days 
This solace of the sunrise, tins delight, 

Bought by such pain as then shall nigh be past.— 
For grace he gave me that outweighs r 11 pain, 

And light of heart I follow, d.uk or clear ; 

1’ecauo' I hold a prouder laurel-leaf 

Than any singer of imperial c ousts 

For he, the Seer, the Master, and the Saint, 

Named me Ins poet, crowned me laureate 
Of his Republic; -therefore are these words. 

1 hold this charge for ever o* m\ soul ; — 

He loved me, he looked on me with sm h eves 
As sent forth many^i young heroic life 
To die rejoicing on a lonely quest; 

Saying to me, 1 Do not die, but live, and speak 
The words that God speaks to thee. Do not shrink 
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For youth ur for subjection : I endorse 
1'hy speech beforehand, for I see thy soul. 

Flath not tlod written somewhat on thy faye 
To fade and flicker, for a few to see ? f 
W rite it out large in*words that w-yi not fade, 

And that ran t rat cl farther than thine eyes. 

And will not die when Hiou art laid m dust. 

I lay it on thee that thou keep not btifk * 

That fire of life that burns thy blows so < lean 
What springs from a pine heart and a true mind, 
y'md a will bound to the Kternnl Will, 

With eyes that look beyond the world n’t (Ax 1, 

Is worth the hearing. Do not doubt, blit speak.’ 

for nine long yfars 1 laid my peai e, while (lod, 
l!y tender tokens irresistible, 
l aid silenee/m me, or by manifold 
Pressure of claims and \oi<iT from without ; 

Or overmastering < onstam y of pain ; 

(The cares and troubles of the outer < ouits, 

Not ol the inner, where the angels sing 
« Ever, tlnough (lotah, tluough winds, through lue- 
tlnough (aim ) 

And once he chided me because the songs 
Were slow in coming :—now I think he knows 
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(OrVould know, were it .not too small a thing) # 
Tfie truth he took in trust upon my word. 

For I piade answer, ‘ If I must be dumb, 

If breath but lasts for labour, not, for speech, 

It is not that Halter in my Lith, 

It is not that I alter in my will, 

It is not that I fail from idleness: 

It is that God hath set such bounds for me, 

I cannot pss them I can say no more. 

But grant me this assurance once for all— 

By that obedience which is life to me, 

Binding ine one with higher law of life— 

That thou wilt trust me. I am true to thee. 

Dost thou believe it ? And if, all the years, 

My lips are loosed not, and no word of mine 
Bear witness for me that my faith is firm, 

And still I follow in the speechless trance, 

Wilt thou believe it h ’ And he looked at me 
With searching eyes,—then answered grave and cl 
‘I will believe it.’ And we spake no more. 

And now I speak, not with the bird's free voice, 
Who wakens the firs.t mornings of the )ear 
With low sweet pipings, dropjied among the dew; 
Then stops and ceases, saying, ‘ All the spring 
And summer lies Irefore me; I will sleep; 
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And sing a little louder,'while the green 

Builds up the scattered spaces of the boughs; 

And faster, while the grasses grow to flower 
» * 
Beneath my music ; let the full song grow 
‘ * 

With the full year, till jhe heart too is tilled.' 

But as the Swan (who has,pass'd through the spring 
And found it snow still in the white No{th iand,* 
And over j>erilous wilds of Northern seas, 

White wings al>ove the white and wintry waves, 

Has won, through night and kittle of the blasts, 

C 

Breathless, alone, without one note or < ny 
Sinks into summer by a land at last ; 

•And knows Ins wings are broken, and the floods 
Will l>ear him with them whither (iod shall will , 

t 

And knows he has one hour IxHween the tides; 

And sees the salt and silent marshes spread 
Before him outward to the shining.sea, 

Whereon was never any music heard.— 

f 

I am hot proud for anything of mine, 

.Done, dreamed, or suffered, but for this alone 
That the great orb of that great human soul 
Did once deflect and draw this orb of mine, 

(In the shadow of it, not the sunward side), 

Until it touched and trembled on the line 
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liy which my orbit crossed the plane of his ; 

‘And heard the music of that glorious sphere 
Resound a moment; and so passed again, 
•Vibrating with it, out on its own way ; 

f 

Where, intertwined with others, it may yet 

f 

Spin through its manifold mazes of ellipse, 

Amid the < langour of fl myriad more, 

•Revolving, and the dimness of the depths 
Remotest, through the shadows without shape, 
Arcs of aphelion, silences of snow : 

Hut henceforth doth no more go .spiritless, 

Hut knows its own pole through the whirling ways, 
And hath beheld the Angel of the Sun, 

And yearns to it, and follows thereunto; 

And feels the conscious thrill that doth transmute 

Inertia to obedience, underneath 

The ordered sway of balanced counter-force.. 

That speeded) alHife onward through all space ; 
•And hears the key-note of all various worlds, 
Caught and combined in one»vast harmony, 

And Aerated down the perfect Heavens of God. 

Rut when ? but when ? O, Master, thou didst say 
The time was coming. Is it come ? Alas, 

It seems not so ! The days are dark with storm 
The coming revolutions have no face 
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Of peace and music, but otblood and fire; 

The strife of Races scarce consolidate, 

Succeeded by the far more bitter strife 

Of Classes - that which eighteen hundred 5 eats 

Since Christ spake have wot yet availed to < lose, 

Hut rather brought to issue only now, 

When first the Peoples mteimalional 

<• 

Know their own strength, and know the world is tlfrirs, 
Wlmh has been kept from them by force so long;— 

I 

lly force, not right; for no man spake the in fair, 

To tycp them patient thiough then helplessness; 

It was enough that linn were chained ami dumb. 

Will they lie spoken fair to now ? who knew 
No Saviour through the seifduni's < entmics, 

Who zrijl not know*! Inn now their tutu has tome. 

Will not their day of reckoning be a day 
Of judgment, amj of cursing all divine 
And human laws, to whom the wtirlihwas made 
So hopeless and so < rue! that all names 
Holy and dear are nwckery unto them, 

f 

The fatherless, who pa>' with violent e 
The violence suffered, and m the rc< oil, 

Hating the world, hate Hod for tjssuke too? 

.For’Might instead of Right is hell on earth, 

Battlg of darkness still against Hod’s side. 
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Whether it be soft-handed tyrannies 
Of those who at kings’ tables daintily 
Feast in the bloom of eyes and bloom of wine; 
Or of the swarming millions from the mire, 

With masks of swine for images of God, 

More blind, more brutal, and more terrible; 

Yet not so blasphemousfor these will come, 
’Having uot known God, and denying Him ; 

But those did know, and took His name in \am, 
And wrought the works of Gam by words of His. 

We ofthe royal lineage, of the line 
Unbroken of all kingdoms of the North. 

Up to the dim names of mythologies — 

If once the jicople whom our fathers spoiled. 

And drove as sheep, and shut their ears against, 
Should rise against us, and des[>o|l us too, 
Seining the fruits &f their own ignorant hands 
{Which [lower and mind transmute to luxury); 
And take our children to be under them, 

And grind for them, until in face and form 
They too degenerate—shall we dare complain ? ■ 
Our limbs are beautiful through drudgeries 
Of theirs, which left them rest and space to grow 
Through generations to the perfect curves; ' 

Our hair has got the gold because the dust 
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Of the world’s highways rtever soiled the feet 
Of our forefathers; and the blue-veined hands 
Were moulded to their tenderness of touch 
By centuries of service rude and hard. 

# 

It is God’s judgment ifjle smite us so; 

Let us endure it, saying, He is just; 

But yet pray on as we wer<; taught to pray, 

In an immortal hope,—Thy kingdom come l 

For when thou first didst find the Prophet's robe 
Thrust upon thee with utterance of lament, 
There-was Iretwcen the rulers of the earth • 

What they in blasphemy did dare to call 
Holy Alliance : and the [topics slept. 

Thank God thy word lias cleared the world of such 
As kings were in those days, not long ago! 

But thou didst [each the root of things even then 
With thy prophetic eyes, and God did set 
A witness for Himself in words of thine 
Which still the world may read ;—but no man stood 

j 

Up in the place of power, and gave the hand 
'Iki thee, and took tile helm to the Untried. 

Is the world Christ’s yet ? W herefore then wasttlmu 
Outlaw in every kingdom of the world, 

Except in England ? England, thank thou God 
For that cold shelter that thou gavest him, 
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hor which he blessed thee, giving thee hack love 
r 1 or tile long years of scornful disregard 1 
W as he not branded with all calumny 
sBecause he dared to teach the naked truth, 

Christ’s words were not adiook for Sabbath days, 
But law of life, and judgment of the land ; 

Not to be chosen, ami pieced, and dogmatised, 
'But hved.up to- the whole and not a pail, 

Alive not dead, one spirit in new forms ; — 

And lived as Christ lived, poor, despised, alone, 
Apart with Cod, and working nm.u les, 

Not on the waves and winds, but on the wills 
Of men, upon the hearts of multitudes, 

The hidden germs of fresh humanities, 

Of live ( onfederations ut unborn, 

The hidden founts of gathering mer-tlood^ 

To bear one day the mu.sk of his name 
Through lands of harvest to the boundless sea. 

The rulers would not hear thee in their da) . 

And now perehame the tide is on the turn. 

And the next flood will bring the lien e waves it.— 
The long-pent surges of the deeper depths — 

To swallow up the landmarks of the Old. 

And thou wilt meet them, as thou heretofore 
Hast met the men who built the walls and towers 



OVERTURE 


13 


To.hold them safe against the shocks of dooirt — 
Thou, in mg yet m words that cannot die, 

Sating, 'Come no farther , not upon this njad, 
Hut on that othe» whither Clnist has goi^e ' 

Hate for tour wauht^ord not the Rights of Man, 
Hut this more sa< red, more invincible, 

Ihities of Man, and Law*of Life m Cod ’ ’ 

And will those deep eyes turn them lftlhctr wrath 
Mor^‘ than they did those others? We shall see. 
It may be so , for lie held Hope with Faith, 

.Vid set his hope upon the people's heart. 

I write of d.ns that will not come again ; 

Not m our time the dream of Italy 
Is n«w a dicam no longer; and tin* night 
Is over, with its beacons in the dark, 
book you, w!«> follow to the heritage 
Of a fair day, that you be worthy those 
Who conquered it for you against the world. 

Let God s idea grbw in you, and the faith 
Of Italy burn holier; -but no more 
Will blood be shed for it ; that page is turned. 
Now mayst thou shine or fade* the star that shone 
Far on the lonely dreamer through the depths, 
(When all men mocked, and said, ‘It is the light 
O f the marsh-phantoms luring wanderers on 
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Wh8 once have floundered out of the broad road ’), 

Is now set clear in sight of all men’s eyes, 

And ranked among the glittering Pleiades. 

< 

Ithlia has, to-day the name and place, ’ 

And the fair body of frcedorA;~hut the soul? 

Of all he left behind, there is not one 
Found worthy even to follow him to a grave ! 

0 Star, be worthy of that starry soul 

That rose and set, that loved and worshipped thee ! 

• Italia ! when thy name was but a name, 

When to'desire thee was a vain desire, 

When to achieve thee was impossible, 

When to love thee was madness, when to live 
For thee was the extravagance of fools, 

When to die for thee was to fling away 
Life for a shadow,—in those darkest'days 
Were some whomever swerved, whojived and strove, 
And suffered for thee, and attained their end. 

And most of these have died that thou mayst live, 
And he is dead now who was .first of them. 

And they arc dead; «and I half scorn myself 
That I sit here to sing the songs of them, 

Of which no word did echo in their ears 
When they were dying. Nay, it was to them 
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Not ryords, but musicmusic went with them 
Along the Sacred Way Capitoline; 

An^i inarticulate the trumpets rang 
Al>out the dying ears of those that fell; 

And symphonies of sonfb orchestral strain 
Floated, and fell, and joined its notes again, 

All day, all night, in one vibrating stream, 

Across the darkness of the prison walls ;* * 

And sweeter than the sounds that from the harp 
Of him who vanquished sirens in their song, 

Thrilled out of Argo o’er Italian seas, 

Some far-off bells did echo through the lands 
Of exile, to the weary wayfarers, 

Pierced them with pain, and struck them with desire, 
And timed their bleeding steps upon the march 
With some great watchword still rcverlrcratc. 

Yet, even so, I could not speak the &me, 

If it had cost me nothing, heart or health; 

For some mav follow Truth from dawn to dark, 

As a child follows by Ids mother's hand, 

Knowing no fear, rejoicing all the way; 

And unto some her face is as a Star 
Set through an avenue of thorns and fires, 

And waving branches black without a leaf; 

And still It draws them, though the feet must bleed, 
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Though garments must l>e.rent, and eyes be scorthed 
And if the valley of the shadow of death 
Be passed, and to the level road they some, 

StillVith tl^cir faces to the polar star, 

It is not with the same looks, the same limbs; 

But halt and maimed, and of infirmity. 

And for the rest of the way they have to go, 

It is* not flay*1 flit night, and oftentimes 
A night of clouds wherein the stars are lost. 

And such are some of those who speak, and live, 
•And wait, and work, though blunted of desire. 

And knowfhat their true life is hid with God. 

The way is smoother, not so glorious. 

These days are darker, for wc yet may die 
In some great battle for the cause of God, 

(Call no man happy till lie so has died); 

But not as these died, with the morning lights 
Upon their faces, standing rapture-pale 
Before the guns, or under sword and scoijrge 
< )f those whom they had hated as we hate 
Untruth and malice and disdain of God 
But by the hand and under heel of those 
Whom we have loved against their hate for ns 
Trusted in spite of wrongs for heritage. 

And die at last by some of us who may 
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Have ■given up youth and h»[>e of happy life 
While one remained to suffer for and save,. 

And come without their calling, and stepped down , 
Out of the guarded fold and pastures green. 

Into the ranks of those lor sacrifice : • 

And have not stirred thence, though the iron Ire hard, 
And flesh be faint, and death lie sIqw to come 
All these long )ears, for whose sake grant ’us, *G<xl. 
Grace 4> endure yet faithful to the end. 
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JACOPO' RUFFINI' 

(bkNOA, iSjj 

We are Iretraycd and lost; and I am bound 
In the tower of Genoa, this hour that should sound 
The tocsin of our call, ‘Awake ! arise. 

Young Italy! Thy tunc is come ' The skies 
Shine towards the dawn 1 ’ Our dream was utiu, was 
vain ; 

Darkness hath settled on the land again; 

The shadow of the midnight gathcreth 
Once more, and all is sleeping. It is death 
To speak the very name of Italy 
To this Italian people ; therefore 5,-e 
Die. That is little: we ha\e more to save ; — 

To us, the young, the desolate, God gave, 

Through him whom first of all He did inspire, 

A charge to keep through blood, through death, through 
fire; 


1 See noie At 
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Though, flesh should fatnt, though hearts should lireak 
and bleed, 

To Ixjar unhurt and whole the sacred seed, 

Young Italy, the unborn child of God, 

Through perilous ways of wilderness untsod, 

Until the day of her deliverance. 

.So help me God, as I invioTate 
Have liorne it still through good and evil c"hance 
And yej another life, mine fair, more great 
In issues, and in grace of God, than mine, 

O friend, who madcst my life sweet with thine, 

I have in hold to save or to betray, 

Now in this last extremity at bay, 
l hold it still, the secret yet is mine : — 

How long.? leach slow hour helps to undermine 
The ivory tower, the fortress of the brain, 
f) Italy! thou canst not rise again 
If now thy firstlings fail thee ' And I fail. 

Help me, O God, or now they will prevail! 

* 

e 

because the deadly drop.vof atropine 
Are fmxed into the water and the wine, 

So subtly that the treacherous [>oismi draught 
Loosens the Ixrnds of will, and l>eing quaffed, 

Works through the none and brain, so that the sense 
To outward pressure grows the more intense, 
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While the higher energy, the nobler pain, 

Is dulled and weakened, and the slackened strain 
Ofjiuman struggle leaves us but the prey 

Of pacing ease, and instincts of the da\ 

« 

I have to die to-day, lest I should live 
To see my friend look on me, and forgive 
Me for betrayiitg him. No, let me meet 
God's own far e rather, at His judgment seat, 

And say: ‘ When faith no more was left alive 
In all the world, I and my friend did stri\e 
Against the world for Thy faith’s sake, 0 Lord, 
And raised Thy banner, and for this the sword 
Of kings strikes clown among us, and the raise 
Of priests deaces to us m om daily ways, 

And fate of exile falls on us, or worse 
Late of the prison in the (lower of days: 

Out of their judgment, Lord, I come to Thine 
Out of their tyranny to Thine Award. . 

All joy, all hope of earth did we resign 
Long since to follow Thee: but now more hard 
Must be the sacrifice, mine tor my fnend, 

• Denial of that one last trust in Thee, 

That wc might both enduie unto the end— 

Grant it to him e'en yet, if not to me ! ’ 


Can I do nothing more for thee, my friend, 
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Whoin 1 have loved so? Can I only end 
By not betraying thee? Take what I gi\e, 

/Vnd hold it sacred as a token sent 
Of our two spirits’ deathless sacrament, t 
'1'his dying for thee \vh5n I (olild nouh\e. 

I do not fear thy scorn, but I do fear 
Thy sorrow. 0, my brother, take this < heer 
With thee upon the glorious way thou gbtst,’ 

The dark and lonely way for thee who showest 
The lamp for those that follow p—but foi thee, 

\\’h»t light but of the stars ?—This doom for me 
Is not so bitter, rather sweetness glows, 

Thinking of thee, out of this early close ; 

And peace is with me , and without regret 
My fan* unto the sunset skies is set. 

I could not giee thee mote, I (annul less, 

Than my whole life, cum in liuitlessness. 

0 (iuiseppe, this shall be my flower, 

That I died fust fbr thee ' No other soul 

« 

Shall come before ny: to that unlit goal, 

OT take pre-eminence of me of this hour 1 
And this shall be my crown through all the days 
Hereafter, when men speak of dice thy due, 

And speak thy name, they will speak my name too. 
And i.ry, ‘ Maouni loved him ; ’ nay, their praise 
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Shull yet reach higher, spying all the truth, 

‘'Better than all the world besides, in youth, 

Maz/jni loved him.’ That remembrance holds 
My name in lustre of thy name, and folds 
My spirit in ^happy mist of sleep ; 

And not for ever lonely 1 he down ; 

For me too in their hearts shall all men keep 

t 

For Shy-sake,—so shall I have love for crown. 

1 know not if God loveth me at all, 

For He hath sent no answer to my call 
When Iliave prayed, ‘ Let me hut see Thy face 
And suffer! ’ but 1 suffered without grace 
Of such revealing ; and I prayed again, 

1 Let me but keep pure, without sear or stain 
Of conscience ' ’ and my prayer so far availed 
That not for lust of youth or life I failed. 

But having won so Yar, there comes an hour 
When a pure will avails not, and the power 
Is given to them who would not only kill 
The body shamefully, but bend the will 
By hellish arts to baseness, and would say, 

‘ Defiled for ever pjps upon thy way, 

Soul that God could not save! ’ Thou dost not save 
Me, God, nor care to keep the heart I gave 
To Thee, and which is Thine for evermore ; 

All doors pre shut to Thee, except one door 
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Of death, and if through' that I flee to Thee, 

Thou knowest not from any fear of man, 
f rom any furnace of his t iuelt\, 

» • f 

. Where still Thy angels’ holy wings might fail, • 

1 come,— but from then lasping hands of sin, 

That on the vesture of the flesh have wrought 
Through poison, till thorny blood is brought 
To l>€ a traitor to the heart within. •. • 

‘ If thy right eye offend thee, |>t;u< k it out; 

Any! if thy hand offend thee, < ut it off; ’ 

And if thy life offend thee, do not doubt • 

That God requires that also. l oose and doff 
The spotted garment fropi thee—whatsoe’er 
Comepfter: -I have not quite known despair 
While 1 have life to give for sacrifi* e ; 

Accept it, Lord ; give me Ins life for pri< e. 

This life we every one of us receive 
Out of Thy hands for trust, we may not leave 
Without Thy sumnyms, nor should any plea 
Of force or danger be excuse to Thee. 

To violence, to torture, and to death, 

To smiling eyes turd pressure; of soft hands, 

Man's spirit still unconquered answercth, 

With faith for shield, while still his reason stands. 
And if for these I should forsake im |x>st, 

Then :*parc me not Thy judgments uttermost. 
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But*this new, subtle steajing of the brain, 

*What answer have I to it but to take 
Presumptuously Thy angel's sword, and make , 
Mine own hand sin against myself: and when 
No choice is left but this Sark choice to-day, 
‘Thine own self or thy brother thou must slay 
And sin against,’ then I «in only choose 
lifyselfto perish ; and though never prayer 

t 

Of mine before might pierce Thy heavens of steel, 
My love and my despair be my excuse 
> With Thee, 0 God, to Whom I make appeal,. 

Now that myself to Thee my cause I bear. 

Is it the [Kjison working in my brain, 

That I as in a vision see things plain 
Before me? all the centuries afar, 

With thy face, Giuseppe, for their star, 

Grow radiant; and fhe life now bought with mine, 
Hereafter for the bight of Nations shine, 

For the world’s wonder, for its tears and praise. 

For the world's Angel in its later days. 

And Italy, thy Mother, with the crown 
Glorious upon her, at thy feet bows down, 

And bathes them with her tears, the Queen that thou 
Knewest in vision, and that knows thee now; 

‘O Loved too late, look on me reconciled ! 

I am no more thy Mother, but thy Child ' 
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And yyith the resurrection iri her eyes. 

The Rome of the Republic shall arise 

As thou hast dreamed her, and stretch forth ht;r hand 
* • 
As to a Bridegroom, and her stature stand 

Aliove the world for wofslnp, and no yiore 

Shall darkness cover her true name, Amor. 

And Genoa, the place where: I was lx>m, 

Shall lift her head out of a dream at inonii • 

And proudest of all i ities wake and stir, 

Because another, too, was born in her. 

And.aH bright faces of heroic men 

Beholding thy face, not the young face tlicrt, 

Burn brighter in their ga/ing towards it, thus 

Signing in silence : ‘ Thou art first of us.’ 

And queenly womcti, golden-haired and tall, 

Bend towards thee, and the brows imperial 

Of poets wait upon thee, and re|uue 

To listen for the e< ho of thy voice. . . . 

• 

But then midst all the lovely hands and eyes 
Held forth to thine, and seeking thy replies, 

Amongst them, Giuseppe, keep a place 
Within thy heart, the holy, for njy face; 

My face that now for thee grows white with death, 
Anfl through the dark thy face remembereth. 
They.will not love thee more than I do now, 

'Though many follow where 1 went befure. 
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»When all the world has changed to thee, and thou 
Art known of men, remember then that I 
In my first youth was first for thee to die, 

And love me, Giuseppe, evermore. 

0, Giuseppe, let now thy heart rise 
To its own sorrow’s Ireight ! This sacrifice 
Make it-thy own, my brother! Rise and bring 
The first fruits of thy soul, an offering 
Upon the altar of thine Italy. 

Do this first violence to thy heart for me, 

To live without me. Thou hast many a woe 
To suffer, and a longer way to go, 

And harder work than mine ; but through thy life, 
Through all its anguish, all its storms of strife, 
Through bitter travail in the slow sore birth 
Of a new-linked Humanity on earth ; 

Through exile ahd through prison ; and the pain 
Of hope again defeated and again ; 

Through the steep wildernea>, up whose long heat 
Unsheltered, still will [>ass the bleeding feet 
Unswerving ; through the visions crowned too'late 
Of the unrecognised Apostolate; 

Through lonely days and nights, and evil fame : 
Through that dread fire awaiting thee—to see 
Thy best and dearest pass to death for thee, 
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Aijd with thy own hand„in the altar-flame 

To lay thy lambs, 0 shepherd, and to be 
Of thy Ixiloved forsaken and lrctrayed 
At the {sale jxiss of thy extremity 
Yhrough all thy bftthren's sins ty>on thee laid; 
And through that darkest and most awful hour 
When doubt of God spttngs on thee, to deflower 
The soul it cannot vanquish, and thy* prayer 
Hangs on the verge of Irottondess desjrair: - 
Then, when thou smkest, mayst thou know at last 
-V> arm invisible about thee cast, 

Another voice in a serener air 
Unfaltering hold the pauses 6f thy prayer, 

And on thy fainting forehead like the breath 
Of npny winds tb prisoners parched to death, 

The sudden rapture of an angel's kiss; 

And thy faith be renewed to thee by this, 

Invincible, undying; and thy*heart 
Will tell thee, Giuseppe, it is I , 

And not lq vain sliall I so soon depart, 

If God but grant jne ministry so high— 

•To be thy angel in the future years, 

And reach a hand to thee frosa other spheres. 

T will wait for thee- I will fill the days 
Uijtil thy coming with the love that stays 
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I-aSt of all earthly things by me, and takes 

f 

My hand through these dark waterfloods, and mak 
Death lovely for thy sake—the love that showed 
I'irst the; true stars of heaven to light the road, 

And make it straight unto eternity, 

With aim of all Progressive Life to Thee, 

0 Father, 0 Divine, Whom, darkened so 
By priests*and tyrannies, we could not know 
Until that pure hand woke us, with the stroke 
Of Thy great message, and the morning broke 
Upon the mouldering slumber of the world 
That had forgotten Thee, and the keen rajs hurled 
Terror and clamour down the ways of hell, 

Where men lay lost and dreaming all was well; 
And the old Word again spake trumpet clear, 

‘ Lo, I am with you always, even heic 

To the world’s end ; ’ until the creeds of Christ, 

That have been like their Master sacrificed, 

In simple splendour light the land of dawn, 

And the day cometh! 


But to me, withdrawn, 
By this hour’s agony, from ways of men, 

It will not come on earth. Yet even,then 
I while thou prayest will join prayer with thee 
To Him Who first to thee the vision sent. 
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That He may hasten the accomplishment 
Of the prefigured Life of Italy, 

But if—it is so early —if the gleam 
Be starlight and not stitflight , if the 4jeam 
Be for another cycle ; if long years 

Of darkness, and of sorrow,»and of tears, 

% 

Must yet pass over her before the ways 
Of God be shown to her in later days ;— 

Then for the love’s sake we must ever bear 
Outreach other, I will utge my prayer 
The higher, mv brother, for thy bitter need,* 

That thou unstained mayst keep thy soul indeed 
'Jliat for no bitterness |>j hope betrayed, 

Lot no impatience dl the furnace made 
Sevenfold the liottci lot the peifeel proof 
Whereby thy spirit to its height is wrought, 
Thou shouldst let go tin - faith, of stand alool 
From witnessing to that eternal thought 

God in all Lily, and Ml Humanity 

« 

Interpreter progressive of Ills Law 
That so onee more that glory that we saw 
May clasp us Ixith to immortality 

Ali,'Mother of mine, so beautiful 1 Thy son 
Should ha\c lx*en worthier of thee, and have done 
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Sorftewhat to make thy came a star to men, 

< • 

And given thee hack some perfect hour again. 

0 fin^f, 0 last, with whom I could not part! 

< 

Ahd shall not now, Ivecause I know thou art 

c 

Not far off from the gates of Paradise 
I have known heaven through thee, not otherwise: 
For when, a child, first of the saints I heard, 

I understood of them from sense of thee, 

And each one had thy face and hands, and shrred 
My heart to worship through thy purity; 

• But none so tender. -This at least is thine. 

Thy eftild hast thou kept all these painful years. 
Nursed in the patience of a love divine, 

Pure by thy kisses, faithful by thy tears. 

0 sweet, 0 sorrowful, who didst not spare 
Thy loving life in ministry to such 
As have but paid thee with pain overmuch ; 
Who lying in God’s arms hast leamfd to bear 
The slow sad hours with smiles, and set thy face 
Still as an angel’s to the bitter grace. 

Of the sharp strokes wherewith He chasteneth 
His best-belovbd;—I.ove is strong as death ; 

And no farewell wemccd to take, for thou 
And I shall not lie parted long: but now, 

0 Giuseppe, would that thou wert near! 

I am speaking to thee, and thou dost not hear 1 
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And out of heaven God sends no help to me. 
O friend, O friend ! of this our agony 
ViiH any in the days hereafter say ?— 

1 He passed alone th’ untrodden awful way; 
He understood not, hut we understand— 
God hid His face, but held him by the hand.’ 
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Fra Ugo Bassi, Sonant of our Lord, 

One of the Order of Saint Barnabas, 

The Sons of Consolation,—late of Rome ; 

Born in Bologna, and brought hack of God 
There tor His sake to die when all was done 
Of how I came to know him,‘and the rest, 

I will relate in full before I die : 

Who loved Inin, and will lore him evermore. 

1 

1S47 

Among the mountains, on the faither side 
Of far Abruzzo, lies Cialdole, 

The highest hamlet upon all those hills. 

There was I born, and there Ined all the years, 
(And all were happy), while 1 was a boy. 
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I think.the sun was always shining then, 

Upon the hill sides where 1 kept the goats, , 

That^uere my father's; hut when I was horn • 

He set apart a pan to he tin own ; , 

And these increased, until a little thick • 

Was ready for me, to he led away 

To the new home upon the ifiountuip-ledge, 

Which I hail now begun to build m hope; * 

The s|xit where grew the sward most smooth and fine, 
A little lower than my father's house; 

Wlnleun another house sat my betrothed, 

And spun the flax, and when I looked on her, 

And said ‘Next yc.it shall bring our wedding-day.' 
Lifted her great hlaik eyes and smiled on me 
Hut in a oertain year fell many plagues 
Upon the country, first, the host and snow 
On the high hills; and then, when summer came, 

The rain and bligly ; - far down upon the plains 
The mulberries and the niai/e were smitten sore; 

And on the mountain slopes the vintage failed, 

And the flax withered ; and in all the land 
All Harvest came to nought; and to our ears 
The rumours came of famine, and ftt last 
The thing itself came towards us, creeping on 
Like a storm-shadow and the want was felt. 

For when our own land failed us, what had we, 
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Who lived on our own Jand, and had no stores, 

Nor gold, nor markets? Also, then, the Ixasts 
Began to die and sicken ; day by day 
The goats dropped down, and we beheld them die, 
And could r\ot help them. ' Now our corn and wine, 
Our oil and milk, and all our stock, was gone, 

And nothing in our need was left to us 
^To liv'e on' through the winter. Most of us 
Had not to live through it. With autumn broke 
A pestilence of fever loose on us: 

‘The famine-fever’ the wan people said. 

Now h.kd God smitten every living thing, 

Beast, and green herb, and man. Within a month 
Had half our hamlet perished ; and of those 
Who still remained, the half were stricken down, 

And the rest went about like daylight ghosts, 

Waiting their turn. There was no man to help. 
Then spake our priest, who, like ourselves, was poor 
And ruined: ‘Children, what are we to do? 

There is no help at all in all this land. 

The mountains and the valleys are stripped bare, 
Will God then let us perish utterly ? 

Now will I take my staff in hand, and go 
Unto the Holy City, unto Rome, 

Unto the Holy Father, to beseech 
His succour: for if any aid can come, 
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It is from thence.’ And ho took leave of us 
Dejectedly, saying, ‘ God and all the saintj 
IT\ve pity on you!’ and departed so. 

4 

But whether he reached Rome I cannot tell, 

Nor whether by the way he fell, for he 
Came no more bark, nor did we e\er hear 
Tidings of him ; and still we died, and diM.* 

We haj no hope; we only wondered now 

Who should die last, for then there would be none 

To Wiry him. I think the time had come 

For Christmas : and my father had been lafd 

Beside my mother, and my sister too 

Was dead, and my betrothed , and I now lay 

The las? of all the house, suk unto death. 

I was not sad to die, for there was now 
Nothing left in the world ; but in a dream 
I suffered ; - they: was none to come to me, 

\nd whether there was water by my side 
I know not ;-»lmt 1 ficard the fountain fall, 

Outside the doorway, fyim the little trough, 

Falling and ewer falling, sweetest sound 
Of water, -and I thirsted more and more, 

Burning and erasing ; for methought a cup 
Of water stood beside me, and in tlurst 
I rajs*! nnself, and streti lied my hand and felt 

pa 
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And took the cup, and held it tremblingly . 
Until it touched my lipsand all at once 
I lay there helpless, and no cup at all 
d had not stirred—and yet again I tried, 

And reached the water, and it touched my lips 
Again, and yet again it was a dream; 

Again, again through all the long dark hours, 
Always die thirst, the striving, and no drop 
Once tasted. Was it hours, or days, or weeks? 
And once I came unto myself, and all 
Was agony, past thinking and past speech. 

Iiut in my heart, in my extremity 
I prayed, ' 0 holy Mother, pity me! ’ 

And pity did not come. And yet again 
Of my own saint, Antonio, I implored, 

‘0 Saint Antonio, help me ' ’ And no help 
Came. And still, fainting, unto all the saints 
1 cried, but no one heard me.—And at last 
Sinking into the darkness,—one last cry, 

'0 Jesus, save me 1 ’ and metriought I died. 

But I woke up again, and it was light, 

And in the light a face was close to me, 

And lo! it was the face of Jesus Christ; 

Not as He hangs upon the crucifix, 

But as I saw Him once upon a wall 
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In/he priest’s house, and now lreheld again, 
Healing the sick, and working miracles, 

V’ith a smile such as called the dead to life,. 
And a, face glad for its own mercy’s snke # : 

And straightway all my heart was in»one peace. 
So my eyes closed again, at rest, but tired: 

And when once more thfy opened the same face 
Was still above them, and that tree albfte ;* 

• 

And t I confusedly did recollect 
That this was Heaven, and I was with our l^ord 
A»d, much abashed, I sought to kneel to Him, 
Hut could not; but I struggled to find breath 
And say, lord, pardon me 1 at wbu h a voice 

l 

•Sweet as the face, made answer unto me: 

‘ Lie still, and be not troubled ; I am come 
To !>e thy servant; ’ and it was so sweet, 

I heard and felt no more. Hut when again 
My eyes unclosed themselves, I saw the face 
Still bending over me; but now my sense 
Was clearej, and f could |)erceive that I 
Was in my own hoipp, laid on my own bed 
T)f goatskins, and the rafters overhead. 

And still the vision stayed bef#re my sight, 

Nor did the comfort of it pass from me. 

And by degrees I came to know that he, 

Whose arms I felt around me, lud the form 
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And habit of a monk? and wore a cross 
Upon jiis breast, but I could neither speak, 

Nwr understand ; and so, for many days, 

' I lay Jyalf-conscious betwixt life and death. 

But whensoever 1 was full aware, 

I knew that that same friend was at my side, 
Holding my spirit by Bis powerful eyes 
Front sinking, and my body by his arms. 

And as the Hoods of fewer ebbed away, 

The dream and the reality grew one ; 

And I knew only one thing m the world, 

Sleeping or waking, present still to me ; 

The face, the voice, the hand that tended me, 

And ministered unto me night and day. 

And by the time 1 was so far mvself 
As to know right that he was neither saint 
Nor angel, but a mortal man like me, 

I had grown too to know that (led had sent 
To save His lowest, him who was His highest, 
The flower and miracle of all mankind, 

The like of whom was not on all the earth. 

I was no longer anything but his, 

Heart, soul, and spirit, who had brought me back 
From death. And this was Ugo Bassi’s self. 


And still I marvel how so great a grace 



VGO BASSI 


39 


Wps sent to one umvortl\y, that even he 
In my extremity to me was brought. 

% 

But in Dod's providence it came to pass 
That news of our distiesx had reached to Ronw, 
Where he and other* of Saint liarrpbas 
Dwelt m Community, bound under rule, 
lo succour of the sick raid perishing. 

And twelve among the brotherhood represent, * 
My master being one; and they arrived 
To our relief, at our extremest need, 

VVhen none remained of us, except a few 
Dying and starving. Nor < an I relate • 

With what an overflowing power and love 
They wrought among us; -comforting the sick, 
Until the dying hands were laid m theirs. 
Peacefully, or the first reviving smiles 
Of eyes awoke from death looked up to them. 
And those who died they bfiricd full of hoj>e ; 
But few died after, for when they ap|>earc(l, 

The fevej stayed : and now the year had turned, 
And the new spring began to shine on earth. 

Also they wearied not, but strengthened still 
I he hands of those surviving, taking charge 
Of all our scattered lives, replenishing 
* Our stores, collecting on the waste hill sides 
The remnants of our flocks, and sowing fresh 
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0u r empty fields. Moreover, by their words, 
breaching and praying, they did so prevail 
Upon our hearts, that melted as we heard, 

That we through our aflhction seemed more near 
To (lod, and somehow, following after them, 

Felt that a Father held us by the hand. 

And now-that hope with the new year had come 
Back to Cialdole, and Faster Day 
Drew near, they got them ready to depart 
For Rome again. But I, when first 1 hcaul 
That they were going, felt my heart stand still, 

And all was cold within me like a stone. 

It did not seem that I could live and see 
Fra Ugo ISassi newer am moie: 

I had not suffered such sharp pain before. 

And now I wished that 1 had died as well. 

And as I sat, and wept, Fra Ugo came, 

And said to me, ‘ Why weepest thou ? ’ and I 
Answered him, ‘Sir, thou guest :' —and he took 
My hand in his, and looked into my fat c, 

And smiled as if no care had escr crossed 
The lovely lips, and leant, and spake to me, 

And said, ‘Come with me ! ’ and I answered him 
‘Yea, sir, to death,' and then my heart revived, 
And all the comfort wrapi>ed me round again. 
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And he said do me, ‘Wherefore need we part? 
For verily I love thee ; and thyself 
Hast need of me, and thou hast none besides. 
But wilt thou leave tin- father’s house, and all 
The old familiar country of thy youth, 

The freedom of the open lulls, to dwell 

In a dark house, en< lused by city streets; 

* • * 

To serve among the sick and miserable, 

In labour and subjection, day by day, 

Under a strict rule?’ ‘ S 11 , ’ 1 answcied him, 
‘Ii*I may sometimes see your face, I \\illj 
And 1 will bless you for your < hanty 
In taking me, whatever comes of it, 

• 

So 1 but be with you ;—and I will serve 
h ith ;fll my strength, and will rejoice to serve. 
Tor truly, if you left me, I should feel 
I hat (tod had left me too.’ Apd so he sjiake 
To the < hief brother, that I should return 

To Rome with them, as a lay-servitor 

• . 

Withir^their+iospital. So all of us 
Set off together, walking from the lulls: 

And when we reac hed the valley underneath, 
We took our places in a bullock-wain, 

To carry us along the road to Rome. 


SlcAvly we journeyed all that daythe (onn 
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«Of the hill-side was c\er in our sight, 

Though shifting as ue moved. ]>ut as I gazed 
And gazed upon the lovely, changing hills, 

The distance grew between us, and 1 felt 
A yearning, sinking pain about my heart, 

As though I saw again my dearest ones 
, Dying before my eyes. I had not guessed 
What this new pain would be And suddenly 
The mountain-face whereon I had my hone 
At a sharp winding of the road stood out 
All full and clear upon us, golden-blue 
Amid the sunset, (ailing, clasping me,— 

There was my mother! and as suddenh 
Vanished for e\er, as another turn 
Took us between the foldings of the InlR 
And in that moment I had said farewell 
For ever to my youth and liberty, 

And to the country of my youth.—Farewell, 
Cialdole! the hill that nearest heaven 
Lies ever, under the blue sky, or cloud 
Where the larks sing, and the wild gaits rejoice, 
And locusts whirr in the hot summer day, 

And all life goc'th joyously, -farewell! 

For some whom I have loved and lost on earth, 
I shall yet find again, I think, in heaven, 

But never, in heaven or earth, Cialdolk 1 1 
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And ‘all that night I wept. ' Rut the next day 
All things were new, and the spring sunshine streamed 
On the 'luxuriant loveliness of earth. 

And as we went along our way, my heait 

I 

drew lighter, and I nun h rejoned to b C 
In such good company, and m the thought 
Of the great things I was about to >ee. 

The brethien too weie glad upon the way, 

As for a.respite fiom laborious day s; 

And as we passed in shadow of the groves, 

Now tinging with ten thousand nightingales, 

• 

Or over shadow less slopes of sheeted gold, 

Glittering with waleis, fresh and blue m Lent, 

They held liuu h pleasant com else, manifold , 

Things gbod to heai, but foi my ignorant e 
Too hard to understand ; and none oi them 
Spake with such blithe and such melodious voice 
As did Tra L’go, • but he spake the least, 

And mostly silent sat, with happy eyes 

• » 

Gazing ty>on the lovely lands of spring. 

And as we journeyed downwards from the lulls 
Unto the valleys, coming to a plate 
Where sloping sward lay smooth a long way on, 

We walked for pleasure, in the morning air, 

And stlnshinc o! the morning all around; 
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f 'l’he wild Irees humming, and the blue and brown 
And white moths flitting ever on before, 

And calls from unseen birds, and answering 
Call^ with a note of music, short and clear. 

And little'yellow wayside flowers like stars 
Were all among the short hill-grasses, nrixt 

With white cups in a'tiny running stream 

• * * 

That one might step across, that fleeted down, 
But faster and more lightly, as we went, 

With a sweet sound ;—and all the ground beside 
Was mossy-soft and springing, and the turf 
Flew underfoot for miles along the way 
And from me all the dark and winter time, 

And the old days, and the dead lores of youth 
Melted away in sunshine, and my heart 
Was born again as blithe as birds and bees; 

And I rejoiced and said, '0 sir. the way 
I come with you is brighter and more glad 
Than any that I knew before ! How clear 
The country lies before us;—and the spring 
Is over heaven and earth,' and I can feel 
God loves us, and will guide us to the end.' 

He answered, with a face of happy ]>eact\ 

Fair as the sunshine, 1 Yes, the hour is sweet, 

And the way pleasantlet us give God thanks 
For these good days, and all His gifts of joy, 
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The lovely shadows of His’ Paradise, 

And let us keep their light within our hearts;— 
liut think not all the way will he like this. 

It' thou elect to cast thy lot with ours, 
doing where Hod shall stud thee, day ljy day, 

Be ready sometimes for the rougher road. 

And we shall he wayfarers aW our life, 

Or I, at least, haring purposed not to build* 

A tiomc on earth,—and none of us may know 
Whither our path may lead, except the end. 

For tljere are desert-places, fever-swamps, 

And paths where every step is on the verge 
Of death, where is no water and no moon, 

WTiere savage beasts go prowling through the night, 
Or men ulore .savage* thirsting for their prey. 

Hod is our Father, even there as here, 

And sometimes closest in the wilderness.’ 

But every day as we passed farther on, 

More beautiful the way grew, through the woods 
Of chestnut, atjd the Arrests of live oak, 

Down to the plains, beside the wandering streams, 
Or through the heavy-scented shining maze 
Of flowering laurel; and I wishcd.no more 
Than so to journey ever. And one day, 

Aboift midday, we halted by a lake, 

A smalj lake in the hollow of the hills 
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Amidst the blue and ycllQw water-flags, 

Where many herons were wading. And we lay 
And rested in the shadow of the pines 
Upon the sand)’ shore; while overhead, 

In the clear blue, a long grey flight of cranes 
Went sailing to the West; and one looked up 
And said, 1 They go towards Rome; ’—and fearing not 
To give offence, I spake out of my joy 
Loud to Fra Ugo, ‘And we too, and 1, 

Are going to Rome ! Is it, indeed, no dream? 

I, plain Antonio Lotti ? I shall see 
The Holy f ather anti the Caidmals, 

And kiss saints’ hones, and see the jewelled dress 
Our Lady wears on feast-da)s, and find grace 
Of pilgrimage ; they say that one may do 
More for one’s soul by one day’s walk in Rome 
Than fly a hundred years of penances. 

’Tis next to going to Heaven to go to Rome ! ’ 

But Ugo did not answer me : for he 
Was gazing upwards, and his eyes were fixed 
Where now amidst the blazing^ quivering light 
One golden eagle hovered all alone 
Above the lake. But when I ceased to speak. 

He spoke in a low voice, as to himself, 

Lost in a vision‘ Yea, to Rome, to Rome— 

The Great, the Holy City,’—and he sighed; 
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And such a sadness and a'musing fell 
Upon Ins face, that I spake not again. 

And as we went, I sometimes wondered much 
On what should l>e the manner of our life 

l 

In Rome ; and, with a ready cheerfulness, 

Fra Ugo answered me, and said : ‘Our lot 
Is blessed ;—without cares or hindrances 
T5 serve our Lord even as He ser\ed us, 

And left this saying for us, “ Inasmuch 
As ye have done it to the least of these, 

My brethren, ye have done it unto Me.” 

Thus m lbs sick and sorrowful do we 
Itehold and love our Master, Christ, and we 
Also behold and loue Ills face m prayer. 

And such a sweetness is there, near to Him, 

In this (onunumon and this ministry, 

That all the pleasures of the world seem poor. 

And like Saint foam is, girded for the race, 

We have no other br;<Je but Poverty ; 

And thdugh her face Ire somewhat grave, yet she 
Isjfairer than all lust or*pride of life 
To whomso hath her fast in the embrace ; 

m 

And he who once hath held her hand in his 
For»Christ’s sake, and His Church’s, doth not think 
To loose it, for a king’s inheritance, 
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But of one thing do I forewarn thee now: 

' That, entering on this service, thou must come 

J 

Prepared to all obedience, to deny 
Thyself, and daily to take up thy cross, 

And willingly to give tip tny own will 
To theirs, the brethren who rule over thee. 

For no hard rule is ours, and we obey 
1 Loving,.not fearing; yet by straitened bonds 
Of our necessity, the hourly press 
• Of work without us, we must needs require 
All harmony within, and waste no strength , 
Upon disputings and perversity. 

Our battle is with this woild’s suffering, 

Not with its sin,—that is the higher war. 

The office of the Prophet and die fudge.— 

We but console and heal, and we receive 
Among us none who make a life of peace 
Impossible, who need not fellowship 
And guidance merely, but severe restraint, 

And mind and manners ruled afresh ■ for such 
The world is wide enough,- but in our wails 
Only the helpful and the humble stay.’ 

I answered: ‘ Sjir, if I may only stay, 

And this be exercise of helpfulness, 

That I should drag your burdens like a mule, 
Or grind your corn, like Samson in the dark,, 
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Or turn a bucket windlass all day long, — 

1 will be helpful: — and fur humbleness, 

If you and all the holy brotherhood 
He pleased to walk upon me f <>1 a mat, 

And when your meals are done give me >he bones 
And scraps upon your turn hers for my share, 

Ami if I ask for wages give mb blows, 

1 will be humble;— yes, and thankful tool’ 

And l'go t laughed, and said, ‘You shall be tried.' 

Through the fair weather, thus we journeyed on ; 

All the land laughed with llowers, and sang wuh birds; 
My heart was light, and seemed a part of them ; 

Yet seemed 1 e\er in a holy place ; 

1’erause Ira Ugo's face was in my sight 
Tver, and looking on it, it bciame 
My saint’s face to me ; but I spake not this, 

Knowing not how <4 and fearing to offend. 

Perhaps the fever in my head had left 
Strange fancies -,-for afTnglu 1 dreamed that all 
The lands, and all their ry lies and delight, 

M cr<? mine, and I was lord, and tnusu pealed 
Around Us feasting, and a daz/ling«hine, 

And roses crowding through the whole bright air; 

« 

But still I shivered with some at he of heart, 

And sente of something wanting in the midst; 


£ 
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?fnd yearning to this.unknown need,—behold 
The ftjcc of Ugo Bassi! and I sprang 
With tears of joy to it, and clasped his hand, 

But ajl the face was changed and full of pain, 
And he wits pale and bleeding, and the light 
Dwindled to moonbeams,—and I saw m it 
That heavy claims we're on his hands and feet, 
And tM he lay in prison and the dark. 

And fear came on me, and I said to him, 

‘My Master' ’ and I kissed his hands, and he 
Said, ‘Go thy ways; and God be with thee still! 
For 1 am taken from thee : ’ and I said, 

‘Nay, Master, but let me stay here with thee.’ 
And he snylcd on me, s>ay ing, ‘ Wilt thou then 
Stay with me ? Behold here is neither food, 

Nor light, nor any sleep. Canst thou then watch 
With me this hour?’ And, weeping, I awoke; 
For with me stayed the pity of his face, 

So pallid was it, as with pangs of death ; 

And the smile pierced me, ior it was as one 
Smiles, who forgives his pntrderers; and I wept 
Till daybreak. And next morning, half-afraid 
I felt, to look upon Fra Ugo’s face. 

But when I met him, he was still the same; 

The quiet happy face that lighted up 
As from a sunshine in the heart within, 
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Rejoicing whomsoever looked on it, 

Hut far more whomsoever it looked on. 

Am^so my foolish visions proved in urn. 

And once, when wc had journeyed nH day through 
A country, where no houses and no tiees 
Appeared, but only broken Avails of,stone, 

And ancient arches tufted with young green, 

We pasted by rolling ridges, lull and dale, 

All like one flowering meadow long m grass, 

Where poppies grew, and e\ery flower of field ; 

And taller than the rest, the moonlight spires 
Of asphodel rose out of glossy tufts 
In straight white armies; and our wheels crushed out 
Sweet odours from the herbage as we went; 

And myriads of the great-eyed butterflies 
Hovered above the white and yellow blooms, 

And fluttered through the grasses silver-flowered, 
lulled with the noise of grasshoppers and flies. 

Now it was nearing sunset, and beside 
A Ifltl e rivulet the oxen stood 
To drink, and rested. All around their heads 
The gathering cloud of the mosquitoes hummed, 
Golden amid the level light that streamed 
To left*of us, and lighted up one side 
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'Of each black garment, and of each man’s face. 
There was great silence, and we plainly heard 
The o\cn chewing hard m the wet grass 
1 was aware that all one way were set 
The facet' of the company, and all 
(lazed onward straight : and I too gazed that way. 
And in the farthest light the eye could reach, 

I.olv down on the horizon, I beheld 
Against an orange sky a purple cloud ; 

A cloud that did not change, nor melt, nor move. 
And still there were faint shadows in the eh-nid, 

A nfystery of towers, and walls, and hills, 

And the shadow ol a great dome m the midst, 

All purple—and 1 knew that it was Ro\u 
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II 

' " ROMA—AMOR,- the’mystie.lcUers run, 

• • 

Spelled backwards by the Sibyl ages since', 

• 

And written so in sight of all men’s eyes, 

Hut never read till now , and even now 
Thewision is but for the Prophet's eye, 

And to the world the tiddle still remains ; 

So speaks our Oreutest.’ These were Ugo's words; 
llut then, as now, 1 understood them not. 

I only knew of Rome, that 1 was there:— 

A great, strange city, lovelier m its lights 
Than all the golden greenness of the lulls, 

And in its shadows, glorious far beyond 
Idle purjile d«)ppmg*skirts of thunder-cloud. 

A city of all colours, an*l fair shapes, 

Anti gleams of falling water, day and night; 
Resonant with hells, and voices iTiusical; 

Lit up with rainbow fountains in the day, 

Lit up with lain of coloured stars by night ; 
Where*one might wander each day and Ire lost. 
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/\nd every day find some new wilderness; >> 

And fell of some invisible, strange charm 
Of presence—what, I know not; hut it seemed 
As if ^he air was breath of many souls 
Sighing together in a speechless hjinn, 

In a long sadness, that v as jet not pain. 

I never once could feel alone in Rome: 

The sense of some one greater than mjself 
Was with jne in all places, making life 
Solemn at all times. In Abruz/o were 
The sunsets full of golden pea< e , but here " 
Splendours vermilion streamed across the West, 
As one vast cloud of angels and of saints. 

Now life woke in me with new consciousness, 
Awful and sweet; for heretofore had I 
laved as the goats lived, and the summer streams, 
With gladness flowing from the morning sun, 

The happy l’agan life among the hills; 

And felt no more:—hut in me now was horn 
A human soul and human fellowship, 

And with the sense of man, the need of God. 

A service and a purpose came to me 
In every day, and every day was linked 
On to another, onwards into dajs 
Beyond this life. Now, too, I prayed to God, 
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Because without it life became too hard: 

But I forgot the old prayers I had made* 
Vnthinking, to the Saints; and in my hearty 

An image then began to dwell of One , 

« 

Who among men was Man ; yet perfectly 
Did manifest the Word of C.od ; and left 
These words to us, 1 Fo,*I remain with you, 
Always, to the world’s end : ' and I began* 

To fieel Him with us, and to live and move 
As in His sight, and to be glad of it, 

Though ignorantly. But this sense I caught 
From Ugo, from my Master, for himself 
So shadowed forth in every look and act 
Our Ford, without Whose Name he seldom spoke, 
One hould not live beside him, and forget. 

But, Ugo Bassi, I keep talking on 
Of him, and have not told his history ; 

And truly, little of it do I knowy 

•-e 

For seldom spake he of himself, and none 
Among us spent mirth time in idle talk. 

This have 1 heard: his mother was a Greek, 

His father Felsinean : and thty had 
No other son ; and his baptismal name 
Was Joseph, like the great Italian Chiefs. 

Belt when he joined the Confraternity 



56 


UGO HAS SI 


Gf the Apostle Barnabas, he took 
The name of Ugo, as in memory 
Of a great poet surnamed Foscolo, 

Who had loved Italy, and for her sake 
Had suffered loss of all things, and of life, 

And had been buried in a foreign land. 

And Ugo was in many'foreign tongues 
Learned above his brethren : and all aits 
Were easy to him, and in e\ery one 
No scholar's, but a master’s hand appeared. 

The Music of his Masses still is heard 
At Naples, and the songs that first lie sang, 

Are sung in mournful memory to-day 
By many a < onvent-wall and fountain side ; 

And pictures from his hand are guarded dose 
In many a reverent chamber, shedding light 
And bloom of beauty through a gloomy place. 
And, beautiful in outward grate, a charm 
Dwelt on him, the beloved of all eyes. 

Hut all things he forsook, to give himself 
To ministry among the poor and sad; 

And now, still young, for many years his life 
Had been amongst them, wheresoever need 
Was bitterest, and the heart was pierced the most; 
And mighty gifts of healing, and great power 
For soul and lardy’s aid and comforting 
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Went yith him in the toilsome way he trod. 

Wherever called him the most hopeless cry, 

Wherever want most sad, and pain most sore, , 
Through the dark hours his steadfast watchings wofe, 
The touches of his tenderness were spoilt; 

Till from the saved, the su< routed, the consoled, 

One voice of blessing clung*around Ins name. 

And early did his fame of eloquence 
In preaching spread abroad , for when he spoke 
He sxemed inspired, and all who heard and saw 
Were drawn into a height beyond themselvcS. 
llithei and thither was he sent to preach, 

And minister meanwhile to the distrest, 
l!y Ins Supenors; and he wrought his tasks 
As he was bidden ; but a hung file, 

Swift as the cloven tongues of I’eiiteeost, 

Began to show itself, beyond the itiles. 

But chicllyjn the fft\ ol Ins youth, 

Bologna, did his heart ynfold itself, 

Mrtving till hearts that heard m unison. 

And not without offence .—for onto m la.nl, 

When fame of him kgan to get abroad, 

He was appointed preacher in the Church 
Of San l’etronio, which was duly held 



UGO HA SSI 


?\ high distinction for so young a priest; 

( 

And all the dignitaries of the Church 
\Yere there to hear the youthful orator, 

Besides a throng of people of all ranks. 

And in the midst, full in the altar lights, 

Sat the Archbishop, splendid m his robes, 
Cardinal Oppi/./.oni, landing grace 
Of his most venerable countenance 
To the occasion. And the clear voice rose. 

And silence fell on all the multitudes, 

Till he and they alike were rapt away. 

Forgetting all things, save that Cod was near. 

But, speaking of repentance, and its works, 

Not its words only, he with his heart full' 

Of what he had seen and heard and dwelt among 
At Rome, spake out, with hitter vehemence, 

Of the unchecked corruptions of the priests; 
Adjuring them in fierce, hold words, 1 Beware' 

Ye wolves that feed upon the flock,of Christ, 

And call yourselves the shepherds!' and at this, 
The face of the Archbishop suddenly 
Changed as if palsy-stricken, and grew pale 
And grey, above the purple and the gold : 

And all the |>eople ga/ed and saw him change 
And tremble, and a sudden shiver ran 
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Across them, and they fell as if a bond) 

Had fallen, and some trouble were at hand. 

» • 

And the next day a council was convoked, 

The Cardinal-Legate, Ugo Spinola,* 

Presiding, and a messenger was sent 
To Rome, to ask suspension aryl rebuke 

♦ 

For the presumptuous preacher; and IlmAcIf, 
Sunynoned before them, met them all arrayed 
In frowns against hhn, and in menaces. 

Put Main 11 Cappellan, who was styled* 

Gregory the Sixteenth, at that time Pope, 
Aforetime at Bologna in the si hoots 
IIad*marked the rare gifts and the noble brow 
Of Giuseppe lkixsi, and had said, 

‘If the Church win him, he will be to hei 
An ornament.,' and had disposed things so, 

That he was led to dedicate himself. 

And afterwards, when he had found the monks 
Not as he dreamed,*and they had forced his mind 
to disillusion, he still fresh m youth, 

Still ardent, still of boundless«fnith iji men, 

Would fain have parted from them, and returned 

• 

Pack to his home - Imt Cappellari then, 

Aslute and sympathetii. w rought on him, 
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A , Ins contewji, and so comforted, 

Urged, and encouraged him, that he remained. 
And now, the Pope, knowing his inmost heart, 
'And tender of the young remembered face, 
Befriended him , and would not pass on him 
Any hard sentence; only, bade them watch 
llis words henceforward, and to send him back 
To R<onTe at Easter. 

And m May he sent 
For him to audience ; and admonished him 
Mildly, and bade him be moie circumspect. 

And ij£o, being young, took the reproof 
Submissively; and set himself awhile 
To silence and retirement, and no more 
Spake openly, but studied mm h alone. 

But the Archbishop was not satisfied , 

For the offence was serious, and he said, 

* He is a young man, I an old ; but wait! 

I bide my time—we Cardinals live long 
The end is not yet come.’ But Ugo stayed 
At Rome: and, of his books the one he loved 
'Phe most, and lived the most with, 1 have heard, 
Was this, in Greek, the Gospel of our Lord ; 

And next lie communed with the works of h.m 
Whom all the scholars think so great a man, 
Dante; and with some English poets too, 
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Two/amous men whose names 1 luxe forgot, 

But one wrote plays, and the other tiled m C.rectc. 
in^stillnoss lie abode : and ;n the dew 
I etds the white lilies in a lonely wood, 

And the earth's xtiengtti is drawn into.the eorn, 
And in datk taxes the sapplmes crystallise, 

So were the spirits of die elements 
Of Nature, and of other noble minds, 
fnto his spirit wrought m solitude 
By one dmner Spirit ipm kenmg all, 

U114I the starry flower of his own soul 
Blossomed into its own < lear shape and hgTit; 

Not 1 tit and stamped arc 01 ding to the lines 
?)f lie hi gh put sis —and when he spake again, 

He did»not plt.ts "them latter than before. 

And one Lint sem< e, he filfuiating 
By order, at Bajcrmo, in the Church 
Hell Olixella, day bv day the hearts 

Of all the 1 il^, <h au*i to pt mtenee, 

♦ 

Melted before him, listening to the xouc, 

ATkI ga/mg on the young angelie face, 

That pieried them with the message of the Lord, 
And then uplifted them, saying, 1 l/xik on Christ ! 
Befiold the Cross whereon your sms and mine 
I lax abound Him ! Listen to the lips that said, 
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* Forgive them ' ” Listen to them, saying still, 
“Come unto Me, and 1 will give you rest.” 

O Jiroken hearts, O sorrowful and poor, 

'Come unto Him Who came to bring you life! 
Hold fast lay His good tidings of great joy, 

Have no more fear, for Cod is here with man, 
Yea, light and love, — the Cross of Jesus Christ! ’ 
’ Andthe face grew transfigured in their sight, 
And the eyes grew like the glory that they saw, 
And something of the light and of the peace 
Passed from his soul into the souls of them. 

And a'd the people loved, and clung to him ; 

And many sinful souls weie brought to Christ, 
That April, in Palemio, by Ins word. 

Hut when the day came that he must depart, 
Multitudes followed with him to the shore, 

And kissed his hands, and wept to part with him 
But he embarked in a slow sailing ship, 

And came to Naples. And as he arrived, 

The rumour met him, blown 'by swifter wings, 

1 The new Black Pestilence, the Cholera, 

Is at Palermo, suddenly burst out. 

And the black flag is flying over her. 

And all have fled who can, but those who stay 
No more may pass the 1 tamers, land or sea. 

They die by hundreds in the streets by day, 



They bury them by hundreds in the night.’ 

And he was sad ; but those who greeted {tin. 
Said, ‘ We give thanks to God thou hast escaped 
A little later would have been too late.’ 

I 

But still he mused and saddened ; and at last 
He spake, 1 1 must go back, and be with them 1 
They love me, and 1 love*them, and their need 
Is come —I cannot rest away from them.'’ 

'And all dissuaded him, but he: ‘ My vow 
And office gives me access unto them. 

Deyy me not 1 ’ Ami the Archbishop said, 

‘Go, if God calls thee : —jet I shall not sc6 
Thy face again, it fears me; easily 
“May one go in, but hardly may return, 

But yet I may not'keep thee, if tin will 
Be set to go.’ So he took ship again 
Back to Palermo: and, with yearning eyes, 

t 

Stood on the dyck, and watched, as he drew neat 
The glittering marble City of the South ; 

And saw th^palm-ffees m her gardens stand, 
Approaching; and a ljrce^e came from the land, 
Attd odours of pomegranate and of balm 
Came wafted, with the sound of funeral 1 sells. 

And steadily they clave the water-lines, 
Opakand sapphire shifting on the floor 
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(V glassy sea, that im.-j.tctl on a shore 
'White with shell pearl, and pink with coralline. 
And there he landed, past the harbour bars 

l 

•Of quarantine : but all the quay* were filled 
Ahead) witji pale people of the town. 

Who knew that hi' was lonnng, though no word 
Had been sent on to gne them news of it 
‘(Did tinune ever need a la< e so much, 

They could but lie and wait, and send for it 
The strong magneta i all a< mss the earth 
Of spirit unto spirit, knowing not 
Where'they might find it, Imw it might be reached 
Until one moment unawaies the door 
Was opened, and that face was over them 0 
And all m passionate teats the) broke, and kissed 
His garments, and embiai ed his hands and feet; 
And through the stricken < it) passed a tin ill 
Electric, and the hearts of all lcviml. 

Some who were dying answered those who told, 

1 It is enough we have lived to see onre more 
The face of Ugo liassi ' ' and some said, 
‘Welcome the cholera, il it brings him bark. 

Now knowi we Gojl is with us in the fire, 

Eor He hath sent His messenger to walk 
The strait way with usas the souls that sang 
“ Glory to God," amid the whitening (lame , 



UGO HASSI 


65 


Along the highest wall of Purgatory, 

So let us suffer, and he purified, 

Rejnu mg in this solemn fellowship.’ 

• ' • 

Hut lie on foot passed upwards from the port, 
Followed by many friends; and whosoe'er 
Had looked upon the glory of tfcat day 

t 

In Sicily beneath the summer sun, 

Would not have dreamed that Death was reigning there 
In shape so terriblefor all the road 
Was like jjn avenue of Paradise, 

File, and full flame of lowliness of life. 

The red geraniums bla/ed m banks breast-high, 

\nd Ifom the open doors m the white walls 
seenis of magnolia and nl In Imtrope 
Fame to the street , filmy aurom-flowers 
Opened and died in the hour, and fell away 

,*In many-i olmired showers upon the ground ; 

• 

Nh Inilous masses of the pale-blue stars 
Made light upon the'darkless of the green, 

I hrough openings in the thickets overari hed ; 

# 

Where loses, white and yellow and full-rose, 

Weighed down their brandies, till the # ground was swept 
By roses, and strewn with them, as the air 
Shook tlfr thick clusters, and the Indian reeds 
Bowed to ijs passing with their feathery heads; 
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And. trumpet-blossoms pushed out great white horns 
Ffom the green sheath, till all the green was hid 
By the white spread of giant-blowing wings. 

Irrthe cool shadow heaps of tuberose 
I^ay by the fountains in the market-place, 

Among the purple fruit. The jalousies 

Of the tall houses shut against the sun 

1\*ere wreathed with trails of\el\et-glossy bells; 

And here and there one had not been unclosed 

Yesterday, and the vivid shoots had run 

Over it in a night, and sealed it fast 

With tendril, and bright leaf, and drops of flower. 

And in and out the balconies thin stems 

Went twisting, and the chains of passion-flowers, 

Bud, blossom, and phantasmal orb of fruit 
Alternate, swung, and lengthened every hour, 

And fine-leaved greenery crept from bower to bower 
With thick white star-flakes scattered ; and the bloom 
Of orient lilies, and the rainbow-blue 
Of iris shot up stately from the-grass; 

And through the wavering shadows crimson sparks 
Poised upon brittle stalks, glanced up and down; 
And shining darkness of the cypress closed 
The deep withdrawing glades of evergreen, 

Lit up far off with oleander pyres. 

Out of the rocky dust of the wayside 
The lamps of the aloes burned themselves aloft, 



UGO BASS/ 


Immortal; and the priclcly paetus-knots 
In the hot sunshine overleant the walls, 

The li/artls dulling in and out of them ; 

IUit in the shadier side the m.udcnh.m 
Sprung thii k hom eve* nun e. Passing these, 
lie issued on to the l’ia//a, wheie 
The wonder of the world, the Fountain streams 
From height to height of marble, dashmg\FA\n 
\Vlmo waves for ever ovei whitest limbs, 

That shine in multitudes amid the spray 
And.sound of silver waters without end, 

Rolling and rising and showering suddenly. 

There standing where the fig trees made a shade 
Close m the angle, he beheld the stieets 
Stretch fourways to’the beautiful great gates; 

With all their burnished domes and carven stones 
In wavering coloured lines of light and shade. 

And downwards^from the greatest of the gates, 
Porta Felice, swept the oiange groves; 

And avenues pf c oraf-trees led down 

In all their hanging splendours to the shore; 

And out beyond them, sleeping in thejight, 

The islands, and the a/ure of the*sea. , 

And upwards, through a labyrinth of spires, 

Ancf turrets, and steep alabaster walls, 

The ciiy rose, and broke itself away 
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Amidst the forests of the hills, and reached 

• 

The heights of Monreale, crowned with all 

Its pinnacles and all in jewelled fronts 

• 

Shining to seaward Imt the tolling hells 
Out of the gilded nimatets smote the car: - 
Until at last, through miles of shadowy air, 

The blue and violet mountains shut the sky. 

All’thfs he looked upon, and so the earth 
Smiled upon him farewell as it might he. 

And then he turned aside, and entered in 

The hospital of San Mommico. 

(» 

But it was a long time, and all the year 
Mad changed, before he crossed the door again. 

Mod did not stay His hand foi many dam: 
Though lamps were lit at all the shinies, and prnycts 
Were made unceasing, also many rows 
And the fair statue of the virgin saint, 

That smiles m sleep, was carried thiough the town. 
Wreathed with her Roses; but it \\.r m vain. 

And little was it any art could do 

Among the sick ; — some lived and others dted : 

All suffered. And a blind and groundless mass 
Of terror, in this new and unforeseen 
And unappeasable calamity, 

Made it the heavier. Panic sunken, most 
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Remained because a strong arm barred them m ;* 

And selfish fear, nurtured of ignorance, 
lla^hokl of them alike withnr, without ; 

And none whose hearts were not as strong as death* 

# 

Through love or courage or despair of life, 

But held aloof fiom contui t with the sick. 

'I he hospitals were crowded*down ^he floors 

With those who lived through agony, or dic'd," 

♦ 

Without a hand to help them m then need, 

And many a hie flickered away for want 
Ot ani sufficient ; while vet more [loured in, 

Heaped one on other-, till the doois were choked. 

And all one duos of heart rending pain, 

Helpless dismay, < onfiiMon, and despair: 

And many people dual from fear alone. 

But Ugo entered in, and all was i hanged. 

Not only the unwearied foot and hand 
Skilled in all service, and the eves that seemed 
To strike straight through in every part at once , 

But also the commanding ease of sway 
Th.Tt stilled the tumult of the stra ken throng, 

And carried calm and order through thg ranks 
Ot those that served, and was a stay to all. 

The*strong sweet voice that made pain |>ossible 
Without its sorrow, ;he illumined eyes 
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That bent above the. dying with the light 
Of victory, the unshrinking tender hand, 

Were as the soul of all the suffering days. 

And peace and patience came, and courage too, 
Living or dying ; and the gates of heaven 
Were terrible, but glorious ; for this side, 

Also, the angels stoou, and held the posts. 

Long hours of darkness thrilled from etc to dawn. 
With one \ilnation of the ton e that passed 
With four low words , the dying waited on 
Through heavy, fainting hours for one urnri look. 
One more of his, the last, and when it came, 
Found that the tide had turned within then veins. 
And kneeling on the (loot (for other bed 
Was not, for some), he held within his arms 
One between life and death ; who, falling off 
In languid stupor either sleep or death, 

Still lay there heavily, the powerless head 
On Ugo's breast, and neither stirred at all; 

And the light faded, and still I’go knelt 
Cramped, motionless; and many hours went by: 
Until the sick man woke alive and saved ; 

But Ugo s'ckenevL-nor that time alone. 

Lor he, in course of that long troublous time, 
Three times was stricken by the cholera, 

Three times passed through an agony like death, 
And three times slowly battled kick to life. 
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And when at last the pestilence had ceased, 

He left Palermo ; and came hack again 
To bis own country, and returned to all 

Obedience under an embittered rule. 

• 

And in all places where one mother-tongue 
Made men Italians, fame of him wrjs found, 

As of the greatest preacher of the time. 

And nuyry noble cities sent for him 
To hold the office of the Forty Days 
In their cathedrals ; and in those spring days 
The multitudes were gathered year by year * 

To hear him : and the vast Basilicas 
(Lighted but by the thousands of the eyes 
Fixod orf his face, and by the one pale face 
That rose above them fronting, {taler yet 
From passion of the prayer than from the fast) 
Thrilled through aheir shadows as the low tones fell 
First on the ears that waited ;—gathering power 
As soul fnkirwlled soul, and silence grew 
Deeper to pain, beneath the ringing voice, 

That filled the air at last and overlrore 
And overwhelmed in one resistless flow. 

Of penitence, of pardon, and of peace; 

Till the strained silence broke with sound of sobs, 
Where'hearts were breaking at the feet of Christ. 
And from the doors, the people*passed, but were 
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No ftiore the same, an angel’s hand had held, 

'l'fieirs, aixl the pulse had quickened under it 
To life-blood heat of holiness; —old feuds 
Of families were buried with the past: 

And orphan children at the stranger's hearth 
hound tenderness mixed with then daily bread ; 

And usurers sought out the homes of those 

Stripped by their gams, and brought them ba< k their own 

< 

And women took the moi k-rose from their cheeks; 

And, wan with weeping, walked with purer eyes. 

, And souls set free from sin, and hearts absolved, 

Clung with a grateful passion nmnd (lie mail 
Whose von e had made Cod manifest to them. 

And by the natui.il gifts that in him dwell 
Um onsc iotisly, and looked out fiom his eyes. 

And by the mighty deeds that lie had wrought, 

Suili chains were fashioned between them and him, 
Forged fast in such a glowing lire of faith, 

As all the world could neither break nor bend. 

The multitudes thronged round lum, though he prayed 
For quiet, they heaped flowers before his feet, 

Until Bologna's streets weie ankle deep ; 

(Ah, fond and foolish ' vet another day, 

And you shall see him passing through your streets 
When all the flowers arc faded). As he passed, 

The nobles threw their mantles in his path, 
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And stood bareheaded ; all the night was loud* 

With songs, to do him honour; and wlan he 
Reached in the gloat Hum h metropolitan, , 

Saint 1'eterS, they had need to keep the j^ates 

• 

\\ ith guards; and all the «.u along the na\e, 

From the < hief doors beside of wlu< h the rude 

(heat lions of the red Ye*rona stone 

Keep always at their posts, up to the arfh * 

That,( row ns the altar with its blazonry, 

(The Lot work ofCur.Ksi ouuhcad, 

Wkeie the Annum lating Angel bows 
llelore the \ rrgin), stood a double line 
Of soldiers, fori mg ba< k the multitude 
To make a passage foi him : for indeed, 

Theie’wus sui h piesstiie to rah h sight of him, 

Or foueh his hand, that time was danger feared, 

And felt. 


but all this had not tome to pass, 
Without nyu h einy, elamour, and alarm 
Among the priests .They did not dare to stem 
The flood of popular passion at full tide 
Now m bologna; they took eeunseljong 

Together, they prepared their snares for him, 

• 

And waited opportunity to fall 

U|*>n bun ; and they trembled as he s|*;kc. 
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for hatred : hut they feared the people most, 
And ofall people, most the Bolognese. 

But when he left Bologna, and retired 
For quiet to Perugia, they perceived 
Their time was come : and they let loose on him 
Their charges, of sedition, heresy, 

Presumption, and whatever else would serve; 
Besides some more, of pure malevolence 
Invented, to defame his spotless life: 

(Though Padre Yentimni, Spisni too, 

The Father-General of the Barnahites, 

And all the heads of the Order stood By him 
And testified his hlumelessness ofall). 

But mostly they of the Dominicans, 

And of the Company of Jesus, were 
Against him ; and it was resolved a' Rome 
To crush the preaching and the preacher too, 

As privately as might be possible. 

Cardinal Lambruschini, Genoese, 

(Himself a friar of the Barnabites, 

And General of the Order formerly), 

Secretary, and known throughout the States 
For his severity and vigilance, 

And double-dealing, wrote in the meantime 
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To tlvc Superior of the monastery 
Situate at San Se\crmo, thus: 

‘Most Reverend and Well-beloved m God. 

We hereby, in the Holy Fatfici’s name, 

Gonsign to your authority and chaige, 

Subject to utmost rigour ot*\our rule, 

A friar of the liarnabitcs, by name 

# 

Ugo, a 8 cl surnanied bassi; him of whom 
Doubtless reports have rca< lied jou mm h of late. 
You finderstand the reason he is sent 
To you, and what a spe< 1 . 1 1 < onlidem e 
The Holy Father here vom lisafes to \ou. 

Tins man, although himself he is not given 
To disputation or to argument, 

And is himself contented with his Church, 

And works on men’s hearts rather than their minds, 
Yet ever dwelling on the name of Christ, 

And putting those things last whu li should lie first, 
He sowj broadcast the seeds of heresy ; 

Besides suspicion of a darker son, 

Connection with the new political 
•Secret societies; a charge, wlnch'I, 

Having investigated, do not hold 
True, but jet choose to a< t as if it wire: 

Do yofi the same -the man is dangerous. 
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r ‘ If Cod were pleased to call him quickly Jiem e. 

( 

II woukl be a great mercy to the Church ; 

Hut that is where we cannot interfere. 

r 

You cannot tou< h Ins heart; look to Ins mind. 
Though an enthusiast he is not a fool; 

But might be made so, for the finer brain 
Is the more dejicate, and may be dealt 
More subtle with and there are many ways. 
Look that he come not out as he goes in. 

You have the means, you hate full liberty 
To Use them all, -and the result will remit 
In your advancement. Do not seek at all 
To move his bent of spirit; lake no heed 
Of anything he says or does or thinks, 

Evept to mark where most the points will hit . 
Nor muse a self-complacent stubbornness 
By a direc t severity ; - let that 
Be used unsparingly and ceasing not, 

But never for the cause where it is due. 

Bass over that; and dwell continual') - 
Upon the charges that you, know aie false, 

And let them he the ground of evetvthmg 
lie is as innocent as is a child . 

If he were not, he could do little harm : 

And you can hurt him more by the very name 
Of evil which his soul abhors, than all 
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Your penitential office*! ran do 

To the more hardened sinners sent to y^u 

For scandalous ofTenees. Mix him up 

With these, and let them take their share with yfill 

In humbling him ; gt\e him for intercourse 

These gross com)anions, and repiove them all 

Togethei ; take occasion, to point out 

That he is woisi of them ; and add besvdc;, 

Tint he to all his other sms has joined 

# 

Hypnotise, and used a saintly mien 

For cloak of \i< e,—while they, the lesser sort, 

Have hut cried frankly ; set them on to iftke 
The lesson up and cam out themsehes; 

And let thou mitigate their own deserts 
l!y sti^h weapon*; as tin \ < an 1 nfli< t, 

I he 11iaiset tm the llnei. It will be 
F.isy to fmd a pietext m his face, 

(Whii h people sa\ is like a pictured saint’s). 

For taunts and hitter spec* lies, and such stings 
As strike the sharpest, being falsehood dipt 
In truth ;—this humble and pure-seeming priest 
kooks not,—as you w ill say,—the thing he is, 

A brawler and blasphemer and the rest. 

And when you have him at the lowest point, 

IMdy and soul, starved out and beaten down, 

Tln^n let him fmd a sympathising car 
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At band, once only, in some lonely hour, 

And let hip pour out all his heart to him, 

Finding a gentle listener, and a kind 
Iklf-helpful voice ; and let him brood on this 
Unlooked-for secret solace, some pale da\s 
Tinged with an aching hope ; and suddenly 
Confront him with the sympathising friend 
Turned, enemy, and bringing all his words 
Against him, adding here and missing there 
Whatever may convert them to offence, 

And evil-hatchihg import undesigned, 
bring him to sec the one face he has found 
Tender, with long-laid main e mo< king him 
In his betrayal; and when so his heart 
Sinks stricken from its last faint t.tisj in man. 

And the broken spirit craves some resting-place. 
Some hour of respite from the torturing hands, 

Then take your time ;—then find in this the ground 
For fresh severities; and heap on him 
All that humiliation, pain, and want 
Can pour on one already broken down. 

And let him read his shame in every eye, 

Arid let suspicion follow every least 
Motion or act of his. 

You will not have 

Much trouble with him ; his obedience lies 
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Deeper than pride, or self, or any wrong ; 
His* meekness is a fault,—and yet his fault 
Is overboldnessyou will know the man; 
Ctne of those ardent minds who suffer pain, 
And call it pleasure, «o it lie but home * 
For one they love, and about all, for God : 
Who, if they can but fancy they are right, 
Are sure to beat you with a smile at last, 
•Just when you have them safest undo heel. 
Take*from him all pretence of pride m this; 
Give him no choice ; and always much insist 
Upon the mildness of his punishment, « 
And gratefulness for the indulgence shown. 

‘Confuse him every way; admonish him 
Wide of the mark ; and newer answer him 
According to his reasons; let him chafe 
Ever beneath a wrong) and still the more 
He tries to make a clear straightforward case, 
Twist it the more (p some unlooked-for sense 
Of llbintention; till himself begin 
'1,0 doubt himself an 3 his own sense at all. 
And to regard his own high-flying views 
As mere conceits and fancies of the brain. 


‘But in whatever state he comes from you, 
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(JPor he must not die with you,) I expect 

‘At leas), that there shall he no more of that 
Exuberant fervour and self-confidence, 

i 

•Which holds the multitude enthralled by him. 
Nor of that vigorous courage in the blood, 
Which sees a doom, and marches up to it ; 
Nor of that springing fountain in the heart 
Of inward sunshine, so that people say, 
(Profanely, people of the Inver sort), 

They look on him, and straightway it appears 
As if a hundred candles at a stint’s 
Shrine had been lighted up all suddenly, 

And in the midst of them the samt himself 
I trust to sou to see he smiles no more. 

Oiis Holiness, (who if he Onh could 
Pc fallible, would etr in this alone. 
Over-indulgence), has been much inclined 
To favour and forgiveness ; but at last, 
Persuaded that his duty to the Church 
Demands a sterner treatment, after much 
Consideration, and advice from me, 

Sanctions whatever measures you may deem 
Advisable :—and many other things 
I leave to your discretion. I convey 
The blessing of His Holiness to you ; 



UGO HASS! . 


81 

With protestations of profound esteem 
From your most humble and devoted FriTnd 

\nd Servant, Lambrusdnni, Cardinal.’ 

• 

And the same time a missive < ame to him, 

Ugo, likewise, from Rome: and m this sense: 
‘Whereas the Holy Father, withyqeat grief, 
lias heard of grave disorders in the Chuf'ch* 

Caused by thy prea< lung, and of vandals raised 
Among the populace, m whit h thy name 
Is i*iixcd ; and that thou art a< < used thyself, 

Jiy the An hbishop of thy diocese, 

Of rashness, violence, want of modesty, 

*\nd private judgment of the Wool of Cod, 

With licence to the verge ot blasphemy; 

Resides suspu ion, not disproved, of some 
Conduct disorderly in daily life, - 
Thou art hereby commanded and required 
To relegate thyself for penitent e 
Into the hoyse of (Tie Dominicans, 

Within San Severmo ; # and there wait 
The sentence of the Church upon the charge 
And, furthermore, if there be any grace 
Of dutiful obedience left in thee, 

Or*of fidelity unto thy vows, 

It is required of thee to prove the same 
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by going freely and alone, without 
Appear«nre of compulsion ; ami to leave 
Such message as will soothe the minds ot those; 
\Vho call themselves thy friends, and flatter thee, 
Upholding thee in thy rebellious pride ; 

And that thou break off converse with them all; 
—Unless it be thy purpose to inflame 
Still mote the minds of men against thy Church, 
And all its lawful heads and ministers,’ 

And on the hour he rose, and did depart 
Secretly, taking no farewell of those 
Who loved him, on the way that he was told. 

Hut in Perugia, when they found him gone, 

Great clamour rose ; and, robbed of him, they w 
Demanding him, and threatening, to the priests; 
Hut he sent back a note in his own hand 
To those he left behind him, which was read 
To reassure them, and the storm was quelled: 

‘ I go of my free will: let no man seek 
To follow, or to find me.’ So he passed 
Into a desert placeand truly there 
He found the devils waiting for his soul. 

Gastello di San Severino stands 
Above Potenza, with the straggling town, 

Borgo San Severino, underneath. 
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A desolate and solitary place; 

In the most bleak and mountainous recess 

< 

Of Umbria, with the lushest Apennines, 

Where the snow lies 14 summei, rising up* 
behind it, and an insnlnhiions air 
Making whocvei long abides there gaunt 
And melancholy. Thither came'one night 
Jhc friar Ugo Bassi all alone; 

LootsiTrc and faint and famished, from a long 
Hay’s journey over solitary hills, 

Aiuf pulled the rusty bell beside the gates,. 

And asked tot harbour in the name of Christ. 

His place was teady .- I.ambrusrhim’s word 
Was paramount in,all the Roman States, 

And m San Severino. Ugo found 

His portion carted fur lumand he, resolved 

To endure all things for the lovt of Cod, 

To forgive all things for the love of man, 
hound his task harc^ and harder, and at length 
Sank under 1 . Of what he suffered there 
No record now is left, f>ut these few lines 
In his own writing; fragments, which a friend 
< fathered, and stored away when he was gone. 

‘ Net me receive this cross as at Thy Hand, 

O Lord, in meekness and humility ! 
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r I.ord, Thou dost know me innoi ent of uhat 
They bring against me; they lay to my charge 
' Thihgs that I know not IVyet this soul of mine, 

Sinful and snnouful stands m Tip sight, 

O IIol } One, and needs this hitter o% 

To purge it - give me gut e to dunk thereof. 

And patience st,11 to glorify Thy name, 

And thank Th.ee for Thy chastening, when Thy hand 
Is heavy on me, nor complain at all, 

Knowing that I have well deserved Thy wrath ! 

t ' 

0 Saviour, Who didst give Tip self to die 
For us, who loved Thee not, —Who didst forgive 
The cruel hearts that did not pity Thee, — 

Have mere}- on me, help me to forgive ! 

I.et not tiie wrong prevailing conquer me, 

Nor hold my heai t m bitterness of wrath. 

I.et me forgive them; and forgive them Thou , 

And bring us soon together in Thy love 1 

0 Christ, the cross is he.ny 1 Strengthen me, 

.As Thou wast strengthened 1 Hold me In the hand, 
For I am falling, I can hear no more. 

M) heart is all on fire, and curses them : 

I cannot pardon 1 Even thing is dark : 

There is no pity in the world for me. 
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God, too, is c ruel. Is there any God? 

There is a crowd of devils round my path, 

Mocking me, holding to me, filling me 

With voices of their hissing, night and day : 

• 

0 cast them from me* I have striven m vain : 

I have no more strength,- they have hold of me 
Christ, by Thy Cross I d« adjure Thee now, 

Onlv to give me give e to cling to it 1 
\) lay me in the lowest at Thy feet, 

And with Thine own hands smite and do not spare, 
But onlv leave me not 1 Thou art not here. 

There is no answer. -I am all alone. 

O why am f forsaken of Thee thus? 

• 

O Jcisus Christ,'if Thou wouldst only turn 
Thy face on me, I could endure it all ! 

0 God, 0 God, be pitiful to*me 1 
And to my enemies ! and there the words 
Broke off : -but lie* was (hanging visibly: 

The wan face sharpened into haggardness, 

The weak knees tottered to their daily tasks; 

And never once the sunken eye$ were raised ; 

And those that watched him said, relenting not, 

‘ /(little longer, and he will be dead.’ 
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But the Archbishop cf his native place, 
Cardinal Oppi/.zoni, a mild man, 

Wrote : ‘ There will be great scandal if he dies 
Under our hands: we must get rid of him 
By more judicious methods: and meanwhile 
Let it suffice, to keep him safe away 
From Rome and from Bologna.’ Thereupon 
It was agreed to banish him from thence, 
(With prohibition henceforth ever more 
To preach in the Legations or in Rome), 

And send him into the Archbishopric 
Of Naples: where he dwelt awhile in peace; 
Under protection of the Cardinal-Brtnce 
Caracciolo, who had loved him long. 

But when he died, a new Archbishop came 
To Naples, one already infamous, 

As Michael Savarese, and lie joined 
This to his wrongs, that he drave Ugo forth. 
Who, finding not one safe place for his foot 
In Italy, nor one prevailing friend, 

Took refuge in Palermo; which indeed, 

The city he had done so much to save, 
Received him destitute, forlorn, and nigh 
To starving. For, set down within the jxirt. 
Barefooted, and without the means to buy 
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Another meal, he had not strength to reacli 
The Convent of his Order, but sat down ’ 

Ajid waited in the market place, until 
Some pious persons passing, he of them 
Requested:—‘Give me, in the Name of Christ, 
An alms, for bread to-day,’ which being given, 
He gathered up his strength, and, passed along 

The well-remembered ways, until he (ante 

• 

Up tq.the Convent. There he dwelt awhile, 
Ministering without pause, to body and soul 
Of *11 who needed ; and beloved of all; 

Nor beloved only, but by natural power 
And majesty, invested with a charm 
Vhat swayed men to his bidding and regard. 

But when the new Pope, Pius, waas proclaimed, 
And amnesty was granted, and old bonds 
Were all relaxed, he went back unopposed 
To his own ( ountry, and revisited 
Bologna; and in many other towns 
Sojourned a little; bi^ at last alrode 
Irf Rome, a little while before our days 
Of trouble,—trouble that turned good.for me. 

And now, still youthful-seeming in his prime, 
Dwck with the Brethren of his Order there; 
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-Tranquil at last; a small Community, 

Must of them Romans;—but Fra Ugo was 
N ) Roman, rather of the Lombard type; 
lie Ijcmg tall in stature and grey-eyed ; 

Gold threaded hair that rased from lips and brow, 
A face not pale, but fair and (olourless, 

Perfect m feature, and that sometimes smiled 
lake the fust burnt of sunshine after ram. 

Rut 0 Ms Master, is it not ail m sain ' 

1 write of a late that whoso oik e hath seen 
Remembered), and whoso hath not seen 
Halit’ seen no other like it, and no words 
Of mine can show it him. 

And this it was 

That made the lentie of m\ world at Rome; — 

A new ssorld and a hols one to me 

The brethren dwelt in an old spa< ions house 

Along a dark street in Trasteser", 

Near by the bridge of Saint Bartholomew ; 
l ew windows were there looking to the street, 

And the dooi opened on ,i vaulted way ; 

Rut many corridors and windows looked 
To its enclosure on the other side, 

Where sunshine travelled o’er the walls all day 

In quiet: and one large a< aua tree 

Grew in the courtyard, blossoming in showers. 
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A small part only ol*the old house served 
The brethren’s needs; Imt ail the largerTooms, 
I ofty and bare, they made their hospital, 

In which by night and day the) ministered 

• 

Cnto their si( k . and these weic always full. 
And all of them had diligently learnt 
The art of healing, and among them weie 
Some surgeons and physic inns nunh e\]>erC 
Hut mostly those, whom they received within, 
Were struken by diseases, tedious more 
Than mortal, needing tenderness and care; 

Or else incurable, and needing but 
A ictugc for the last sail days of life ; 

Or eKe which pourty and i are had bred, 
Needmg the oil and wine ol < hanty. 

And all, as biethrcn, they compassionately 
Waited upon, and tended. Also they 
Went out abiyad to seek the sick who lay 
Helpless m their own homes, and visited 
Those why were Round in prison, or drew near 
To dying, whom they succoured, undeterred 
By any depth of pain or of despair. 

Also it was their duty to bring help 
Unto the widow and the fatherless, 

And counsel to the weak and ignorant, 

And i onsolation in the name of Christ 
To all afflicted persons whowisOe'er. 
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• A house of holy service and of peace 
Was this they dwelt in ; living in one bond 
Of jiurity, and brotherhood of love ; 

Speaking but little, praying, praising God 
With joyful service of the hearts and hands. 

All hardly worked and hardly fared alike: 

But unto me, the lowest in the house, 

Most dull and ignorant, there fell by right 
The lowest tasks; and I most truly found 
The life a hard one, Stri< tly ruled and lined, 

And having little change or pleasantness. 

— 1 To ictch and carry, and to sweep and scour, 

To hew wood, and draw water,—but m heaven ! 

Tor now I grew to look on heaven itself 
As of a kingdom round about ourselves ; ■ 

And felt the very sadness and restraint 
Part of the higher and mure heavenly life. 

1 hungered, and 1 weaiied, and I pined 
Often, and sometimes with vague weakness drooped 
Which Ugo noted; and would often bring, 

At supper, his own portion to my side 
Of meat and wine, saying to me, ‘I am strong; 

But thou art weak, for still the fever leaves 
Some traces on thee, and our Roman air 
Is languid unto thee the mountain-lxm 
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Pat, and thou shalt be strorfg as well.’ And I 
Could never disobey him, though the tears 
Came to my eyes. But !n my saddest time 
1 would not once have changed back to the life 
Of the old times, the free find child like joy; 

.so far more de.tr and sacred had the new 
become to me. I sometimes,felt a pang 
Mioot through me, as the summer still went on, ■ 

Amf e\ery day more sultry grew the air, 

When rising in the morning I passed forth 
<i#t of my narrow chamber, and I pushed 
Open the door, with wandering thoughts, and k>! 

My hand was, as it seemed, upon the door 
Of my own father’s house, that opened out 
Right on tl;e hill-side ' and before me all 
i he glittering slopes rolled down, wreathed here and 
there 

With the pale wood smoke (torn tlA new-lit hearths; 

And all the air full of the silver threads 
Of gossamer, hung thirdly on the wet 
Wild, myrtle bushes; and the golden wall 
Of broom against the rock-face, stirred at times 
With twitter of the little mountain-lairds; 

And overhead, gathered against the sky, 

My gc&ts were standing, waiting at the edge 
Until first call sounded; leaping then 
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Frpm rock to rock so lightiy, that they shook 
Only the»cistus blossom down ; the dawn 
Of yet another long unclouded day 

( 

When swiftly m the opening of a door. 

All things were changed, and all was dark and hare 
In the long gloomy < orridor, where through 
The open doors the snk.and suffering lay ; 

And in my cars the call to matin prayers 
Before the heavy and monotonous toil 
Of the long day. And yet 1 did but feel, 

‘It is good for me to be here.’ And had 
There been no other cause, 1 could not now' 

Have borne to leave my master, as I loved 
To call Fra Ugo, but rebuking me 
lie said, ‘I am thy Felle.w-smant . (all 
Me Brother, in one Father and one Ford ’ 

Vet in my heart he was the master still , 

Nor in mine only, but in every heart 

Of those that knew him though he naught assumed 

But was the youngest of the brotherhood, 

And had no rule among them, but obeyed, 

And took his turn of office with the rest, 

In hall, or chapel, or in hospital, 

With glad and humble manners, like a child. 


And yet, whenever one was dying, he 
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praved for h'ra Ugo ; and ir>any house 

Where there was mourning, the bereaved implored, 

In tjaeir first anguish, to h'ra Ugo, Come; 

\nd if within the hospital should one 
no under pain of knife or cautery, 
lie begged the hand of Ugo;-and at night 
\\ hen any moaned ami tossed, am) could not sleep, 

And it was said to him, ‘Whom seekest thou?’ 

» 

The answer was, ‘Fra Ugo ’ As he passed, 
Imoluntary gladness broke around ; 

As when birds sing because the)' feel the sun 
Is rising: such grace had he m all eyes. 

And ever with the same unwearied peace 

• 

1 rom one to another down the weary walls, 

He modhl, unions, mus seeming of himself; 
Beholding but the sad suk faces turned 
To him for sueiour, or that other face 
To which he turned himself, (that you might see 
Was shining on him, full and clear to him, 

When the rapt eyes grew glorious in their ga/e) 

That comforted and helped him, and upheld 
Him happy, though the tears were in his eyes 
Tor pity. 1 remember in those "days, . 
l.uigi Ambrosoni, an old man, 

Half- para lytic, who for many years 
Had lain m a dull corner, just lretween 



94 


UGO BASSI 


I’he window and the wall, and never more > 
Would move from it:—he said to me, ‘We both 
Have a good pin c. God has been good to i> 
Sending Ft a Ugo here before he came, 

I often wearied much, and longed to go; 
but now I am glad that I have lived so long: 
And am content to lie'here for as long 
As God sees lit, if He will only send 
Fra Ugo’s voice to greet me once a day !’ 

And all the brethren loved him well, as one 
Beyond themselves, a glory to their house; 

And all the troubles of the days gone by 
Were as they had not been ; and quietly 
The heavenly life (lowed on a little while. 

God granted him this boon for love of him, 

To dwell at peace among unenvious souls, 

Who were content to love him, and to let 
His light shine forth, nor vox him with thcmsclve 
And their low humours; but beside him each 
Himself seemed lifted to a sweeter calm. 

And one day I remember as I passed, 

The Pnor, an old man, and much beloved, 

Said to him : ‘We all sene our Lord, my Son, 

As the first Deacons; but amongst us all, 
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Art tljou, for our Saint Stephen, full of faith 
And [rower, our youngest and our best-beloved, 

Put yet of higher honom than the rest.’ 

And Ugo flushed a little, and replied : 

‘My father, you but lo\e me o\cr-wcll; 

Where are the stones? For truly, through your love, 
And through my brethren's^ life is poft to me; 

And I go forth to meet no harder shower 
'iVn of the almond blossoms overhead.’ 

But earnestly the aged father ga/ed 
t)n lijm, and evenso, his fare grew grave, 

» 

Murmuring, ‘The end is not yet route, my son,— 

F not yet come.’ And Ugo went his way; 

Rfit when I met him m the corridor, 

A nnnuta later, walking swift and straight, 

1 started at him,—for it was as though 
A sunset streamed upon his fare, and all 
flis hair were backwards blown and golden, by 
A wind from the sea, and he lteheld me not; 

With set eyes gazing out, as though he saw 
A vision of the Holy Sepulchre, 

Most kautiful, most awfuL 
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Now I heard 

Fra Ugo Bassi preach. For though in Rome 
He held no public ministry this year, 

On Sundays in the hospital he took 
His turn in preaching, at the service held ■ 

Where five long chambers, lined with suffering folk, 
Converged, and in the midst an altar stood, 

By which on feast days stood the priest, and spoke, 
And I remember how, one day in March, 

When all the air was thrilling with thg spring, 

And even the sick people ip their beds 

Felt, though they could not see it, he stood there ; 

Looking down all the lines of weary life, 

Still for a little under the sweet voice, 

And spoke this sermon to them, tenderly, 

As it was written down by one who heard: 



UGO Ibl.sSI 


“‘I am the True Vny.-," said our Lord, “and Ye, 
“ My Brethren, are the Tranches;" and t^hat Yiivj, 
Then first uplifted in its i>la<e, and hunt; 

\\*th its first pm pie grapes, since then has grown, ‘ 
Until its gteen lea\es gladden half the world, 

And from its countless clusters meis flow 
Lor healing of the nations, and its Toughs 
Innumerable stietch tlmnigh all (he earth, 

•lever increasing, e\ei ea< h entwined 
With eaih, all living from the Central Heart. 

, And you and 1, my brethren, live and grow, 

Tram lies o! that iininoital human Mem. t 

Let us < onsidei now this life of the Vine, 

"Na heieof we are paitakers • we shall see 
Its way is not of plcasuie nor of ease. 

It groweih not like the wild trailing weeds 
h hither it willeth, flour ring here and there; 

Or lifting up pymd blossoms to the sun, 

Kissed by the butterflies, and glad lor life, 

And glorious in their beautiful array; 

Or running into lovely labyrinths 
()T many forms and many fantasies, 

Rejoicing in its own luxuriant l*fe. 

.The Mower of the Vine is but a little thing, 

The least part of its life; — you scan e could tell 


ii 



98 


UGO' I! A SSI 


I/- ever had a flower; the fruit begin*. 

Almost before the flower has had its day. 

And as it grows, it is not free to heaven, 

But tied to a stake ; and if its arms stretch out, 

It is but crosswise, also forced and bound ; 

And so it draws out of the hard hill-side, 

Fixed in its own place, its own food of life; 

And quickens with it, breaking forth in bud, 
Joyous and green, and exquisite of form, 

Wreathed lightly into tendril, leaf, and bloom. 

Yea, the grace of the green vine makes all the lan; 
Lovely in spring-time; and it still grows on 
Faster, in lavishness of its own life , 

Till the fair shoots begin to wind and wave 
In the blue air, and feel how sweet it is. 

But so they leave it not , the husbandman 
Comes eaily, with the pruning hooks and shears, 
And strips it bare of all its innocent pride, 

And wandering garlands, and cuts deep and sure, 
Unsparing for its tenderness and joy. 

And in its loss and pain it wasteth not; 

But yields itself with unabated life, 

More perfect under the despoiling hand. 

The bleeding limbs arc hardened into wood; 

The thinned-out bunches ripen into fruit 
More full and precious, to the purple prime. 
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And,still, the more it grows; the straitlier bound 

« 

Are all its branches; and as rounds the fruit, 

And tfie heart’s crimson comes to show in it, 

\nd it advances to its hojir,—its leaves 
begin to droop and wither in the sun; 

Hut still the life blood Hows, and does not fail, 

All into fiuiifulness, all into lot in. 

Then cernes the vintage, for the days are ripe. 
And suiely now m its perfected bloom, 

It may Rejoice a little in its crown, 

Though it bend low beneath the weight of it, 
Wrought out of the long striving of its heart. 

Hut ah ! the hands are ready to tear down 
1 he treasures of the grapes; the feet are there 
I'd head them m the wmepiess, gathered in ; 

Until the blood-red rivers of the wpie 
Run over, and the lend is full of joy. 

Hut the vine standeth stripped and desolate, 
Having given alV; and now its own dark time 
Is come, and no man payoth back to it 
1 he comfort and the glory of its gift; 

Hut rather, now most merciless, all pain 
And loss are piled together, as its days 
Decline, and the spring sap has ceased to flow, 

Now is it tut back to the very stem : 

‘ ii 2 
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despoiled* disfigured, left a leafless stools. 

Alone thiough all the dark days that shall ronie, 

, And all the winter-time the wine gives jo\ 

To thing jvho else were dismal ill the cold , 

t 

lint the vine standeth out amid the host. 

And after all, hath onh this giare left, 

That it endures,m long, lone stedfastness 

The winter through -and next year blooms again 

Not bitter for the torment undergone. 

Not bairen for the fulness yielded up ; 

As fair and fruitful towards the s.aciili< e. 

As if no touch had ever come to it, 

lint the soft aim of lie.aun and d< ws of t art 11 • - 

And so fulfils itself m hue once more 

And now, what mote shall 1 say ? [In I nerd lu 
To diau the lesson of this life; m say 
■More than these few words, following up the text • 
The \ me from eiery luing limb bleeds wine; 

Is it the poorer for that spirit shed ? 

'I’he drunkard and the wan'on drink thereof; 

.Are they the richer for that gift's excess ? 

Measure thy life by loss instead of gain ; 

Not by the wine drunk, but the wine poured forth. 
For love’s strength standeth in love's sacrifice. 

And whoso suffers most hath most to gne. 



I GO I'lSSt 


lot 


I -peak to those w ho*sufferthey will know., 
iletter than I, the whole deep truth of it.* 

1 who stand hete complete m all my flesh, 

Stroup in the morning, sleeping fast at night, 
Taking the winds of heaven as they blow, 

\\ ithotit a special sense save joy in each, 

\in not so much as woitliy to stoop down 

» 

And kiss the sac red toot - pi inis of my hard 
Upon the feet of any su< h a one 
As lieth patient heie beneath Ills hand ; 

Wlynit (Trot has bound on His own cross, to he 
beside Him, till 11 imself shall give rclcas£ ; 

\nd that shall not be. many a one knows well, 
Until his place knows him no more oil earth. 

• 

The laving Vine, Christ chose it for Himself: — 
Cod gave to man for use and sustenance 
Corn, wine, and oil, and each "of these is good : 
And Christ is bread of l.ife, and bight of Life. 

Hut )et lle^dul neft i house the summer torn, 

1 hat shoots up straight and free in one qui< k growth 
And has its day, and is done, and springs no moic 
Nor )et the olive, all whose boughs are spread 
In the soft air, and never lose a leaf, 

Flowering and fruitful in perpetual peace: 

But .only this for Him and His in one,— 
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T^e everlasting, everquickening Vine, 

'That gives the heat and passion of the world, 

Through its own life-blood, still renewed and shed 

< * 

God said to Man and Woman, " By thy sweat, 
And By thy travail, thou shalt conquer eaith 
Not, by thy ease or pleasure. and no good 
Or glory p f this life but comes by pain. 

' flow poor were earth if all its martyrdoms, 

If all its struggling sighs of sacrifu e 

Were swept away, and all were satiate-smooth ; 

If this vere such a heaven of soul and seme 
As some have dreamed of,—and we human -.till. 
Nay, we were fashioned not for perfect peace 
In this world, howsoevei in the nest 
And what we win and hold is through some strife. 

Many are pains of lifeI need not stay 
To count them;—there is no one hut hath felt 
Some of them,—though unequally they fall. 

But of all good gifts, ever hath been health 
Counted the first, and loss of it to he 
The hardest thing to bear: I do not speak 
Of such imperfect passages of pain 
As show us we are mortal, and should stir 
Our hearts to greater diligence in’life;— 
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Hut such long weakness, arid such wearing pain' 

\s has no end in view, that makes of life* 

Oric weary avenue ot daikened days, 

Tire hitter darkness growing darker still, 

\\ Inch none can share or soothe, which sunders us 
1 rom all desire, or hope, 01 stir of change, 

Or service of our Master fn the world, 

Or fellowship with all the hues round 
Of pacing pains and pluasuies,—while our pain 
I’asscth not, nor will pass , and only this 
Remains for us to look for, more of pain, 

And doubt if we can beat it to the end. 

And furthermore, from any other ill, 

Tv ept'it be remorse, <aii men escape 
Hy work, the healing of diwnest balm 
To whomso hath the courage to begin, 

Not yielding tuthe bitterness of grief. 
f*r if that tyrannously be denied, 

And the soul languishes in utter loss, 

Still hope of an immortal, better life 
Is left to every suffering inno< ence; 

And love of every sweet and noble thjng, 

T hough farther off than the far side of death; 

And faith to feed upon, and keep the heart 
Alive, through all the w inter of this time. 
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I»Ut sickness hold’-, the sick man in a chain 

b 

No will < an break or bend to earthly use ; 

Not only holding him in bond of space, 

Fixed in a rooted wgetable lot ; 
but bond of time, so that the Present nukes 
All his possession, and lie has no part 
In any other being, all his ner\cs 
(lathered and li\ed in one mtensest strain 
Upon the Piesent , and no futuie bliss, 

Nor harmoin of past leineinbram es, 

Can draw lmn from the anguish of the hour, 

Or pay him back his loss, if loss it be. 

Is it indeed a loss, 01 is it gam? 

Ills Life is Pain, and lie lias naught besides: 
Most miserable must he be indeed, 

If this be wholly evil, as it seems. 

But if this be the hardest ill of all 
For mortal flesh and heart to bear in peace. 

It is the one comes straightest from Cod's hand, 
And makes us feel Him nearest to rurselves. 
God gives us light and lose, and all good things 
Richly for joy, and power, to use aright; 

But then we may forget Hun in His gifts 
We cannot well forget the hand that holds, 

And pierces us, and will not let us go, 

However much we strive from under it. 
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If God speak to thee in die summer air. 

Tlk- cool soft breath thou leanest forth to (eel 
t'pyn thy forehead ; — dost thou feel it God? 

Nay, but the wind : and when heart speaks jo heart, 
\nd face to face, when fi lends meet happily, 

And all is merry, God is also there ; 

Hut thou pen cuest but thf fellow's part: 

\ml when out of the dewy garden green 
Some liquid syllables of music strike 
\ sudden, speechless raptute through thy frame, 

Is it Clod's voice that moves thee? Nay, the bird’s,- 
b ho sings to God, and all the world and thee. 

Hat when the sharp strokes flesh and heart run 
through, 

1 or thee', and not another; only known, 

In all the universe, through sense of thine; 

Not caught by eye or ear, not felt by tout h, 

Nor apprehended by the spirit's sight, 
but only by the hidden, toitured neives, 

In all their incommunicable pain, 

God speaks Himself t^tis, as mothers speak 
lo their own babes, upon tiie tender flesh 
'A ith fond familiar touches close and t|ear; - 
Because He cannot choose a softer way 
1 o make us feel that fie Himself is near, 

And each apart His own Beloved and known. 
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bweet it is when a babe opens its eyes, 

Blue, sinning, to its mother's morning kiss. 

But thou, when waking to the morning light, 

Uhth unjx-freshed and aching limbs, ntayst feel 
The he,iv) pressure of a constant pain 
Upon thy forehead, and the wcaiy brows 
Throbbing bencajh an unabated load. 

Is it not God's own very finger tips 
Laid on thee m a tender stedfastness? 

The light and careful tom lies which to thee 
Seem heavy, because measured to tin strength, 

With none to spare; and yet lie does not fail 
For thy impatience, but stands by thee still, 

Patient, unfaltering, till thou too shalt grow 
Patient, - and wouldst not inns the sharpness grown 
To custom, which assures Him at thy side, 

Hand to thy hand, and not far off m Heaven. 

And when the night comes, and the weariness 
Grows into fever, and thy anguish grows 
Fiercer, and thou beseechest Him with.,tears, 
“Depart from me, 0 Ford, and let me rest 
He will not leave thee, Fit will not depart, 

Nor loose thee, nor forget thee ; hut will clasp 
Thee closer in the thrilling of Fiis arms, 

No prayer of ours shall ease before their time. 
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lie gives His angels charge of those who sleep: . 
Hut He Himself watches with those who: wake. 

1 know that some would heie rebuke me, saving:* 
It is enough to h\e and move m Hod 
With all Ilumanit), not seeking sell 
In any such c\< lusive spa iaj bond, 

\\ liu h is not (oinmon to the whole ol life. 

And others would take fioni us even that: 

t 

\\ ho deny (lod at all outside ol tis: 
s.mng^ There is no ewl and no good, 

Nor amthmg at all, except oui selves, 

\nd self-created modes of otu own lnam, 

I oi*all the living umvei.se of (lod. 

I he old f.dse tesu hers’, who at first seemed hard 
lo nature,—bidding, Cun ifv the flesh 
To save the soul,—were mer< iful to these; 

1 or these would crucify the soul lfself, 

And stifle ba< k upon itself the cry, 

And (lec[K.-st craving <if the human heart,— 

That which drew Moses to the Mount of Fire, 

That which shook David on Ins courh of tears, 

1 hat which upheld Dante to l’aradyse, 

I hat which saved Byron through the depths of sin,— 
Th’ uhutterablc thirst of man for (lod, 

Fh’ ininjortal part of us, if such there be. 
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He gives His angels charge of those who sleep: 
hut He Himself watches with those who wake. 

I know that some would heie rebuke me, sa>ing:• 

^ • 

It is enough to li\e and mmc in Hod 

With all Humanity, not seeking sell 
lu any such cm lusive special bond, 

\\ huh is not ( ommon to the whole of life. 

And others would take fmm us e\en that: 

\\ ho deny Hod at all outside ol in : 

\flingj There is no eul and no good, 

Nor am thing at all, except ouiselves, 

\nd self-created inodes, ofotii own Hi am, 

1 <> i* a 11 the living umveise of Hod. 

I he old f.iise teat hers’, who at first seemed hard 
In nature,—bidding, Hun if) the flesh 
To save the soul,—were men iful to these ; 

1 or these would crucify the soul ifself, 

And stifle ba< k upon itself the cry, 

And dec[»est craving (If the human heart,— 

That which drew Moses to the Mount of Tire, 

♦ 

That *hieh shook David on his couch of tears, 

That which upheld Dante to Taracli.se, 

1 hat which saved Byron through the depths of sin,— 
Th’ ufiutterablc thirst of man for Hod, 

I h’ ininjortal part of us, if such there be. 
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Ofjhc new world wherein,all pings are new, 
Where only their own works do follow them 
\}'h<, rest A01a pain and labour, and l>y faith, 

And love have won a nearer step towards (iod. 

> * 

Hope thithciward for this life's lecompcnse; 
for here what one sows must another reap, 

\nd children suffer for -Their father s' sins 
While they live here; but in that other World 
Shall # ea<:h man leap his own inheritance: 

Sin h heritage as lie has left behind 

l<«r those who follow here, who are the worse 

Oi better for Ins sojourning with them. 1 

but if it be the worse, if the foregone 
t'in (if tip puieiits or some other one's, 

(for om lives here are mostly 111 the power 
Of other lives, and each of us is bound 
To be Ins brother's keeper), have made earth 
Alien to thee, and poisoned at the fount 
The natural springs of joy, and set within 
The wheels of life a j.ruok, that never more 
Swittly and smoothly they may turn, and bound 
Weights on thy ankles,—what is that to thee, 

Who livest not for one time, but for all ? 

• 

Hod keeps amount of that; only take rare 
I h«se same pathetic haunting eyes of thine, 
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F(?r which some soul doth'suffer punishment,, 
fco meet'thee not again in wife or child, 

Or sick man at thy gates, or starring man 
r lhat wrought thy goodly raiment, or the brute 
And ignorant fury of the brotherless, 

Whose firebrand lights the roofs of palaces. 

Look not on thine own loss, but look beyond, 

And take "the Cross for glory and for guide. 

Lor one star differeth from another star 
In glory and in use ; and all are stairs 
Of theJflmutablc Ilou.se of Cod ; 

And every one has Us own name and place 
Distinguished, and some special word is gi\cn 
l or each to utter in the mystic song 
Which is not found in spec* h of humankind, 

Which is not understood by human heart, 

Even though heard by those caught up to Heaven, 
Who heard and saw, but could not tell the things 
Which they had heard and seen,-which neither men 
Nor angels, nor the conscious, suns of space, 

Nor anything created, hears in whole; 

But that grows fuller, clearer, as we grow 
Nearer to Cod, with Whom is neither part 
Nor pause, Who gathers in one Infinite 
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All number, sound, and apace, and light, and law, 
Rejoicing utterly, eternally. 

And when God formed in the hollow of His hand 
This ball of Earth amoiVg His other balls, 

And set it in His shining firmament, 
between the gieatei and thy lesser lights, 
lie (hose it for the Star of suffering. 

1 think, when God looks down the ranks of Heaven, 
.Vnd sees them, not as we see, points of fire, 

But as the animate spirits of the spheres, 

He doth behold the Angel of the Earth, 

Stretched like l’roim theiis on the promontory, 

(l'poll the outernuM verge of rocky seas 
llut sweep to shadow as the} turn in Heaven, 

Swept with the earth, but trembling towards the moon), 
Bound to a perpetuity of pain, • 

Willing and strong, and finding in his pain 
God, and his one urinoken note of praise 
In the full rush of cosmic harmony. 

But we are men, not angels. Wc abide 
Not on this earth : but for a little space 
We pass upon it: and while so we pass, 

God through the dark hath set the Eight of Eife, 
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With witness fur Himstdf, the Word of Cod, 

* 'l’o bo among us Man, with human heart, 

And human language, thus interpreting 

*■ 

. The One great Will incomprehensible, 

Only so far as we in hunlan life 
Are able to receive it; men as men, 

Can reach no higher than the Son of (loti, 

'1 he pyrfect Head and Pattern ol mankind. 

The time is short, and this sulfa eth us 
To live and die hy. and m Him again 
We see the same fust, stem attribute, 

“ Fejfect through suffering,” our salvation's seal 
Set m the front ol 11 is llumamtv. 

For (lod has other Words for other worlds, 

Hut for this world the Word of (loci is Christ. 
And when we come to die we shall not find 
The clay has been too long for any of us 
To have fulfilled the perlcet law of Christ. 

Who is theie that can say, “ My part is done 
In this: now I am read) foi.a law 

fi 

More wide, more perfect for the rest of lief?” 

Is any living that has notYome short? 

■ Has any died that was not short at last ? 

The ultimate symbol of Divinity 
How can we dream of? we have got no sense 
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\\ hereby to sei/.e it: lnit'in Him we touch ' 

» 

I he ultimate symbol of Humanity, 

Humanity that touches the Divine 
|!y some fine link, intangible to us, 

I'prtn that side of mortal luMasciousness 
Hut looks towards Death ; and we must pass the gates 
Of Death, linked with Him, holding by the hand 
Our brother gone before, before we < ome > 

To the perception how our life is joined 
To Hod’s; for we are now the Sons oftlod, 

W know we shall be like Him there, but what 
We shall In- doth not vet appear; but when ' 

W e see Him we shall know I Inn as I le is. 

Xml who shall be our \ngels in the wot Ids 
I bat lie before us, of what Wools of Hod, 

Inknnwn, unuttered, and undreamt of yet, 

May meet us there, how should we know or guess ? 

And shall we then lie restless in the search 
1 or other proofs and vitncsses of Hod, 

before our hearts have rested on the One 

# 

He gave us in our very flesh to know ? 

Impatient for the noonday, shall w/r miss 
I he sunrise we shall never see again ? 

And all the tender colours of the dawn, — 

1 he visum of the crimson clouds that hang 
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<\bove us, and the lovely Morning-Star 
That tfill be vanished when the sun is high ? 

—As children might, impatient of the school, 
Despise the letters, longing for the songs 
And stories that they rate h the echoes of. 

The songs are u ritten,.hut first, learn to spell! 

The books will keep,---but if wc will not learn, 

We shall not read them when the right time comes. 
Or read them wrongly and > onfuscdly. 

And each hour has its lessor., and each life:. 

And fT we miss one life, we shall not find 
Its lesson in another, rather, go 
So much the less complete fn evermore, 

Still missing something that we cannot name, 

Still with our senses so far unattuned 
To what the Present brings to harmonise 
With our soul's Past. For must we not believe 
A soul, bred up in perfect rule of growth, 

And of obedience to the WilT'Divintj 
Through all its stages, would be born in each 
In physical and spiritual harmony 
With that world's order as conceived by (led; 
(However marred by time, and falling off, 

By disobedience, into pain and sin, 

Down to the actual order of the day)? 
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And therefore Christ, eftneeived and horn on ea.'th 
So perfect, through foregone obedience, 

Came, and abode, and lived hatmonioush 
\\flh all the oicnlt powers, the holy spnngs 
Inlallcn of the waters and the winds, 

And the miracles $>f life within the blood, 

I hat at 11 is \(> 11 e or tom b, still easily 
<ibeml, thiough laws ol sense and soul at one; 
Andlned with Cod in stith untroiihled love 
And i lear confiding, as a child on whom 
M he l ather’s face has ncui \ct but smiled; 

\nd with men even, in stu h h,oniony 
Cl biotherhood, that whatsoevei spark 
Ol pme and true in any human In ait 
I la heicd and lived*, it burned itself towards Him 
In an elec tin' eurient, through all boiuls 
Cl intervening race and creed and time, 

And flamed up to a heat of living faith, 

And love, and love’s communion, and the joy 
And inspiration ofsfclf sacrifice; 

And drew together in a < entral coil, 

Magnetic; all the noblest of all hearts, 

Atnl made them one with Him, ui a live flame 
I hat is the purifying and the warmth 
Of ftll the earth even to these latter days. 

I 2 
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Jut found one kingdom not in harmony; 

The sin alul sorrow in the world, the stream 
Of evil, gathering on from age to age, 

With all its rooks and all its wrecks of hfe ; 

f 

And men's hearts haulcmd. and the tends r lips 
Of women loud in laughtei, and the suhs 
Of children helpless, and,the sighs of slates, 

And priests with dead lies for the living truth, 

And kings whose rights were m their people’s wrong 
And looking, the muanilmis tender eyes. 

Upon these perishing and gone tjstray. 

Lifted the hands of help, alone, unarmed, 

Struck singly out, and dashed upon the locks 
And m that shock did meet Ills human doom 
Of suffering, and took it fm a mown . 

The loneliness, the weariness, the strife, 

The base return, the 1 ’assion and the Cross, 

And the withdrawal of Hi. Father's face. 

—So that for ever since, m minds of men, 

By some true instinct this hfe him survived 
In a religious immemorial light, 

Pre-eminent in one thing most of all; 

The Man of Sorrowsand the Cross of Christ 
Is more to us than all His miracles. 


And that most closely we may follow Him 
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Bv suffering, have all hcails.of men allowed. 

Is suffering then mote near and dear to (lod 
I o^ its own sake than joy is ? (lod furl ml 1 > 

We know not its beginning noi (is end ; 

Is n a s.k rifn e ? a lest ? a m hool ? 

I Ik him of livil . \et what K\il means 
None knotted), though he'spent his hie to knot*. 

We suffer. Win we stiller, that is Ind 

W ith C^id's foreknowledge in the < lotids of 1 lea\ell. 

'1 he first hook written sends that human < ly 

( hit *>f the < lear (’h.dde.m pasture lands 

Down forty Centimes , and no answer yet 

Is found, nor will he found, while jet we lire 

In limitations of 1 lumamij 

but jet one thought has otmn ~-tay< d by me 

lit the night watt lies, whs h has liiutight at least 

1 he patient e for the hour, and made the pain 

No more a buidwn whit h I groaned to leave, 

But something prut urns whit h I feared to lose. 

— How shalUl show it, but by parables ? 

’I*he sculptor, with Ins Psyche's wings half hewn, 
May close his eyes in weariness, and wtjkc 
To meet the white cold clay of his ideal 
blushed into treating life, and singing down 
The vwvs of Paradise ’I he hushandnran 
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May leave the golden fruitage of his groves 

t) t 

Ungarnered, and upon the Tree of Life 
Will find a richer harvest waiting him. 

The soldier dying thinks upop his hride, 

And knows his arms shall never clasp her more, 

Until he first the face of his tinhorn child 
Behold in heaven ; for each and all of life, 

,In every pliase of action, love, and joy, 

There is fulfilment only otheiwhere.— 

But if, impatient, thou let slip thy cross, 

<■ 

Thou wilt not find it in this world again, 

Nor in another; here, and here alone 
Is gi\en thee to suffer for (locks sake. 

In other worlds we shall more perfectly 

Serve Him and love Him, praise Him, work for Him. 

Grow near and nearer linn with all delight; 

But then we shall not any more he called 
To suffer, which is our appointment here. 

Canst thou not suffer then one hour,—o. two? 

If He should call thee from thy cross to-day, 

Saying, It is finished !—that hard cross of thine 
From which thou prayest for deliverance, 

Thinkest thou not some passion of regret 

Would overcome thee? Thou wouldst say, “So soon? 

Let me go hack, and suffer yet awhile 
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\tyre patiently, -I have lint yet praised < loti. * 

And He might answer to thee', “Never more. 

\I1 pain is done with U heiisoe'ei it.eomi»s, 

That summons thaMve look foi, n will sjuii 
Noon, )ea too soon lit us lake 1 Ik eel m time 
That (lod ma\ now be gfonlicd in us ; 

And while we suffer, let*iis set our souls 
l'o suffer perfectly : since this alone, 

Tin: jufTenng, which is this world's special grace, 

May here be perfe< ted and left behind. 

but in obedience and humility; -- 
Uniting on Hod's hand, not foiestalling it. 

Seek not to snatch presumptuously the palm 
lb sell election , poison not tin wine 
U ith latter herbs if He has made it sweet; 

Nor rob Hod’s treasuries because the key 
Is easy to be yarned by mortal hands. 

1 he gifts of birth, death, genius, suffering, 

Are all forties hand only to bestow. 

Receive thy portion, and lie satisfied. 

Who crowns himself a king is not the more 
Royal; nor he who mars himself will) stripes 
1 he more partaker of the Cross of Christ. 


Rut if Himself He come to thee, and stand 
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Uisidc thcc, gazing dovyn on thee with eyes 
That smile, and suffer; that will smite thy heart, 
Witlvtheir own pity, to a passionate peace; 

And rea^li to thee Himself the Holy ('up, 

(With all its wreathen steins of passion flowers 
Arid quivering sparkles of the ruby stars), 

Pallid and royal, saying ^ Drink with Me 
Wilt thoir refuse ? Nay, not for Paradise 1 
The pale brow will compel thee, the pure hqnds 
Will minister unto thee; thou shalt take 
Of that communion through the solemn depths 
Of the dark waters of thine agony, 

With heart that praises Him, that yearns to Him 
The closer through that hour. Hold fast His hand 
Though the nails pietee thine too’ lake oniv (are 
Lest one drop of the san.unental wine 
I!e spilled, of that which ever shall unite 
Thee, soul and body to thy living Lord! 

Therefore gird up thyself, and eome,,to stand 
Unflinching under the unfaltering hand, 

That waits to prove thee to the uttermost. 

It were not hard to suffer by His hand, 

If thou couldst see His face ;—but in the dark 1 
That is the one last trial: - be it so 
Christ was forsaken, so must thou be too : 
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How guilds! thou suffer l*ut ui seeming, else? 

I luui will not see the face nor feel the hand, 

Oulcthe cruel crushing of the feet, 

When through the hitter night the 1 , 01(1 conics down 
To tread the winepress. Not by sight, hut faith, 
Kndure, enduie, be faithful to the end! 

Is it then \eiily so hard to take 
With Milling he.ut, and utter faithfulness? 

What better wotildst thou li.ne when till was done? 

It an^ now weie bidden rise and < ome 
I o either, would he pause to < house between 
'I he rose-warm kisses of a waiting bride 

In a shut silken < lumber, or the thrill 

* • 

Of the bared limbs, bound fast for martyrdom?’ . . . 

Hut -uddenly the wools upon his lips 
Were broken, fur a strange slunk through the air 
blame flashing, and a southern streaming wind 
Of violets, and strains of marching hymns, 

And throbbing stroke drums that still came on 
Nearer, and tramp of thousands, and the songs 
I hat none of us had ever heard before, 

And a great cry out of the heart of Rome. 

And all of us grew pale,—and Ugo stood 
bale trt the midst, and one rushed in, and cried, 
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Italy' Italy' To .arms ! To arms ' 

Milan is up! The Austrians are in llight 
The King is at the war. Our time is ■ < mie- . 
Whcj is for God and 11aH t<> day 5 ' 

And all the datk eyes from the pallets mimd 
Strained forward to the speaker, and we all 
Ga/ed on ea< h other: and the setting sun 
Burst‘in one long ray down the walls of lire; 
And the old man, I.uigi, who had lain 
So long and moved not, raised himself half up, 
With eyes that shone; and no one spoke a word, 
But'listened :—and the shouting m the street 
Grew, and the songs; and all the glorious gold 
Of the sunset broadened —and we knew that we 
Had wakened —and the new time had begun. 
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' Italia Una 1 ’ Now the war-cry rang 
Froig Alp to Ktna: and her dreams were done, 
And she herself had wakened into life, 

And stood full armed and flee - and all hoi sons 
fvitew they were happy to lu\e looked on her, 
And felt it beautiful to (he for hei 
As at th’ unsheathing of the tulips, lose 
I lei y 1 tilth 111 armies from her soil that sptmg. 
Milan (ante first, then Venice, then the rest,— 
I’.ulua, Treviso, backwards to the Alps ; 

Osopo, Palnjanova; every day 
brought some fresh rit^- to the muster roll 
Of those who cast the Austrian yoke away. 

1 he Princes, too, had joined the* I loly.War; 

Savoy with passion, casting into it 

Heart, hopes, and fortune, heritage, and life; 

1 he (Alters, because Italy had called 
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tier children, and tin y could not kcc[) them lia< k 
So every day fiedi bands from all her coasts 
Were man lung to her holders, and the sound 
Of trumpets went hefoie them all the day. 

Hut highest than the note of trumpet swelled 
1 he heart of Ilal) , ana l.ntei heat 
The heart of 1 taly than all the hells 
That pealed on one another thi<nigh the .rr. 

The stone ot (entunes in a due was lolled 
1J.K k from her sepuh lire, and sii< h a fat e, 

And such a tore of resuire< tioii, broke 
At the unsealing, that In r fo< - h II h.u k 
Astonished, and the da\ was all liei own. 

\\ ho < all lee all those da\s J U e lived, »e lit eel ’ 
The dawn was on the mountains, and our brows 
Men wept for jo\ who had ymw n gt e \ with < are , 
And women < rownetl with beauty gave then lips 
Unto their lovers, saving, ‘The last U.'.ie, 

Till thou comest ba< k from the baptism of fire I’ 

And in the Holy Place the Pope stood up, 

The bather of his country, and pro* l.umcd, 

1 Dcjwrt, my children, to the Huh War 1 ’ 

And Mess'd their banners , and they gathered round. 
The llpwer of all the Roman south, and kneh 
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beneath his benedu tion > and m sight 
Of all the people parted from his hands 
'Omanis lerrara, in a biotluiliood 
(>f s>ilemn exultation and 1 if faith 
I he (V ss sunn.uinieii the Italian llagt 
I rwin highest to lowest there was hut one heart 
In those bright days, one < Itmdless hope m Cod, 
One tiust in one another uttermost, 

One sacrament supieiue of life or death. 

'lh e stir of the (’ttisade "as in our ears 
I he sttj ot the spring tide ",is in 0111 blood ,» 

1 he hotiis lli \\ h\ i!, a it -liming steeds 
passing, pantir.., to a 1 unison dawn, 
hut all the p< .H e Kit gone I mill l 'go’s r \ es, 

\nd a strange flic was shining m their depths; 
\nd almost tic "e knew ft, he "as gone; 

Passed to Am 011a,—and the house in Rome 
Missui him through all Us shadowy passages, 

\nd old I .u mi Hot loiig a lie 1 died 

Iiut there ".is too mur h motiiig life and noise 
I hrough Rome, for any In sit still.and pine, 
Dreaming instead of doing And the I’ojie 
l’ass;d in and out among Ins people like 
The hung standard of the Hope of (iod. 
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Surrounded by their blessing and their love. 

I was of those who helped to ra/e the walls 

Of the Ohetto, in the Holt Week that year; 

* ' 

For so the l'opc commanded. And at night, 

f 

Cieeruaechio and his hundieds < ante 
From Porto di Ripctta, calling all 
Who would, to help,; and by the glorious moon 
We wrought with axe and tool and willing hand-., 
Until the jealous walls were broken down, 

In token that henrcforw.ml all daik feuds 
Weie passed awa\, and Italy was one. , 4 

1’iK l— as I passed homewards, and the owls 
Were hooting from the an Ires otergiown - 
Still heard the ton e of ('leeniacehio ring 
Commanding, and the sound was pleasant still; 
The brave and bright and sympathetic soul 
In it, that made of a poor man the power 
To which all Rome paid homage gratefully. 

The Tribune of the People, who could stay 
A tumult by the lilting of Ills hand ; 

And by the lifting of his mice could bring 
An army round him; and who, having naught 
But his own heart and hands, had made of tlvm 
A kingdom, having for its own domain 
The hearts and hands of all his cituens. 
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His name was Angelo,Brunotti, but 
None knew him by that name lor when a babe, 
His mother, seeing him so wondrous white 
And rudd\, and with limbs that waxed amain, 
Half prophesying, m tfie Roman speei h 
Had iailed him Chrn<<u\1ii(% ' l air and Strong' 
And still the name grew w^th him as he grew 
To stature stateliest, and strongest arm, . 

And fairest fare of all the < ity Now 

Ills full piime was fulfilled, and he lud won 

TJie crown and blessing of all people's praise, 

And trust of men even as lie misted (lod: > 
but for himself'had won no place of store, 

A.poor man first and last, and earning bread 
by dailv labour, having still to spate 
’I he serene of a stout hand and warm heart 
for whomsoever was in wrong 01 need, 

it was not given me, who was little worth, 

To lie with l go B.vw m those days, 

And in the days that followed :--so the talc 
Ol how it fared with him, and what he did, 

Is incomplete for me. I ran but give 
■Such (Usages as have tlnough many mouths 
Home to me, but they have not life to me 
l.ike what l knew tmsclf. When lie had been 
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A few days at Ancona, ^hither sent 
For peaching, there arrived the gathering stream 
Of \'ohinteera, that still from cver\ town 
Flowed larger than it entered, and went on 
Increasing, for it must he home in mind 
That this was not a war of kings with kings, 

Or nations disciplined to their full strength, 

Hut of a people, rising for their own, 

Unarmed, untrained, unmarshalled, to the shot k 
Of armies man lung as one man in miles; 

And fortresses that frowned aeross the plains ,, 
Against each other; and the settled strength 
And ancient order of the Kmpite whs h 
Of all the world embodied most the law 
Of Force, and DarknCsss, and Stability. 

It was as if a flower should !lmg itselt 
Against a pine, and think that it would fall 
Vet faith was in us, faith, wlVu h, some one said, 
Could move the mountains, and we had no tear. 
And those who gave then In-dies often had 
No more to give ; and those who had the gold 
And arms to give, were oiten held at home 
So each one paid his part throughout the land, 
But all was voluntary, goods or life. 


But with the Volunteers, their chaplain came. 
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Gavtzzi, he a Bamabite as well ; 

To whom spake Ugo, ‘ Let me come with you!' 

.And he with joy consented, being one 

% 

In heart with hiifl 7 antValways a good friend: 
But Ugo was to him, himself has said, 

‘Angelo pn'i die amico ’ And soon 
Was Ugo Bassi formally enrolled • 

As chaplain of the Roman Volunteers, 

Second.tn order. So together they 

Went forward on the man h to Rimini; 

• 

And«hence proceeded by th’ Kmilun Way 
On to Bologna; whither, drawn m haste, 

Twelve thousand of the Volunteers from Rome 
I fad gathered, waiting for supplies and arms. 
Here were the troops equipped and organised, 
So far as time permitted; and meanwhile, 
Adivmg \01rc, a living fare of fire, 

An mspnation, as of music blown 
From clarion-calls far off behind the hills’, 

Where sank the sunset into light of dreams. 

Was Ugo, once more pjssmg m and out 
Within Ins native city,—he too bound 
By the red cross, and the tn coloured sign, 

Into the ranks of death for her defence. 


And they entreated him : ‘S|>cak once to us. 



LuO MSS/ 


« 1 

Where all of us may hear thee. There is room 

In none of the great churches for the throng 
Of all who love thee; and besides we know,’ 
No friend is the Archbislr p.’ .so they raised 
A scaffolding amidst the publii square, 

Tia//j Maggiore, stateliest 

Save one, m Italy, liologna's pride, 

With all its palaces and porticoes 
Looking upon the sunny spate between. 

Where the bron/.e giant of the fountain stands 
Above the flowing of his own white waves. 

In front of the innumerable stems 
Of the stone forest, where a thousand hands 
Of sculptors on the doorways left their life, 
Upon the steps of San l’etronio, Stood 
The tribune, and upon it Ugo stood, 

The next day after Easter (which that year 
Upon the twenty-fourth of April'fell): 

And there, when he hail spoken from his heart 
Suc h solemn words as the hour brought to him 
lie called on whomsoever!would, to bring 
Their offerings to the treasury of war. 

And all day long the jicople came and went 
Unceasing, and the square was all alive 
With vones and bright colours underneath, 
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And rnany feet repassing, and full hands: 

And in a ceaseless sweeping overhead 

Went to and fro the swallows, full of souih., 

* * 

With twittering, in and flut the gilded shimes, 

\nd niches of the arches that suppoit 

The wat< h towel of the piison of a king, 

The windows of the Hall of HerculiS, 

\nd all the canon capitals around;— 

They too'in armies, building, making joy. 

but as upon an altar, rose the pile 
I Taped up round L'go by the Bolognese: 

(I old pieces, yea and siber, ru h and poor 
Mike outpouring, dow.n to the last mite 
Of who were poorest; and the gilts besides 
(>1 household treasure or of lundu raft. 

Some brought the humble wares of the day's work, 
By which they short Id have earned the daily bread 
And others priceless hgirlooms of delight, 

Kept sacred (of the state of holidays; 

\ enetian < nstal, ghmmertng < hams of pearl, 
bosses of emerald on the lieaten gold, 

And changing stars of diamonds; carven screens 
Of ebony, and silver caskets wrought 
With figures of the angels, ivory 
1 mer than frost-work, lustre-trailing roltes, 
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Rich stuffs of Eastern colours, hoarded iace H 
With arms and horses, casks of meal and wine. 
None came with empty hands; and still the Una 
And smile of Ugo answered every one. 

Till in a moment’s pause, his eyes were fixed, 
Where a girl, poor, hut lovelier than the rest, 

Stcpt out barefooted from the swarthier throng, 
With grey eves starry under moonlight brows, 

And hair too glorious for one flower or pearl 
To break its glittering miracle of waves; 

Blood of the ocean or some northern lulls 
Marking the tenderer blue along her veins; 

She stood so formed, so coloured, from the rest, 

A golden lily among mangolds; 

Blit still her hands were empty anil her gown 
Was but the blue of Venice, roughly wove. 

The eyes of Ugo met her, and the tint 
Of the wild rose flew up along hei < heck. 

And declined there, and full in front she stood, 
(lazing half-sadly,—and then suddenly 
'look from her neighlx>ui v s belt the hanging shears, 
Lifted her white l»re arms, and from her head 
Sheaf after sheaf let fall the wondrous hair, 

Swiftly, till all was gathered, round her neck ; 

And sprang towards Ugo, and upon his arm 
Laid heavily the doud-like heaps of gold 
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\ikJ for a moment all the ajr seemed still, 

U hlie tliose two fairest faces m the croud 
Were leaning to each other in the light 
'That (fished from each to each, and then drew hack 
W ith a deep breath, parting without a word, -• 

And she was gone m the press. And ere the red 
Had faded from his cheek, another stood 
before him, all the people making wa) — 

A \ enerable woman, bowed and grey, 

J 

And of the poorest, holding by the hand 
A youth uith sliming e}es and glowing limbs, 

C 

Aimost a thild—and saying, ‘Take my son ! 

I lie last one left me.’ So the day wore on. 

I Miranda was the Goneial-m-Cluef, 

I errari, General of the Volunteers 
I hese crossed the Po; and by fon ed man lies came 
first through Rovigo, then through Padua; then 
Were halted at Tree iso, the last post 

To hold against the Austrian hosts, that now 

» 

Were streaming down the passes of Tyrol. 

The line of the Pmve was*to hold , 

(The wide and desolate riser which forbids 
Venetia to the stranger, sweeping through 
Two hundred miles of windings, wild and white, 
Without a bridge or city, and which keeps 
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•The music, of the mountains to its close :) 

Since Nugent was already nnaging, 

With lire and sword, Friuli: and the mads 

« 

Between the Other rivers had lieen sei/cd. 

Tremn is not only h\ its walls 

And forts di fended . Imt upon one ode 

Made unapproachable b\ the w ide bed, 

And muddy banks of She : then lore here 
Was a linn stronghold of relie.it foi us 
But further up, amongst the mountain loots, 

1 lalf-way fioin Feliie to Belluno, had 

'I he Athtnans found a passage , and our Imops 

Were mmol to meet them \t ( ornuda the\ 

f ame ta< e to tat e, and the In st shot k o! aims 

Kang through the valless Through the long springd. 

Tilt? Volunteers against a ihiecfold forte 

Held their own ground, and w hen the night < ante do" 

Remained the masteis, and another day 

Of fieri e and bloody etmlli< t broke again, 

And still no suet otn from 1 Virando t ante. 

And still the\ fought till e\emng unsubdued. 

Bill when all hope was met. and no aid 
Was possible, the) fell for shelter b.u k 
Upon the green a ml foiest-sprmkled sides 
Drifted with heaps of apple-blossom snow 
Of Mount Belluno, and the sun went down 



Blood-red Behind it, and the awful heights 
Ahovt ('adore stood out one By one. 

And through the gre)er gloom the glimmering white 
(unit chilly, from the waste of water', spread 
In foaming netwdrV*o\A many a mile 
Of sand and shingle, where Have swept 
Below the green and dewy pasture slopes, 

As Ugo went along with the retreat; 

Bearing the wounded up the lot ky ways, 

From his*first Battle field. And the nest day 
They passed Bat k to Treviso, where they held 
I he eftemy ftom further pressing on 

Here, in the (lath sallies that were made, 
foremost amid the fire, unarmed, unhurt, 

Was ('go Bassi, like a guiding star. 

In front of those who wavered, when the hail 
Fell sharp u[xm the young, unseasoned files; 

Beside the dying An the hattle-field, 

Almost Before the < h^rge had swept aside ; 
l ifting the wofinded in the tint kest press, 

And passing with Ins Bu.slens to and fro 
Between the cannon and the ambulant e ; 

Soothing the long hours of the restless night 
Widnn the hospitalentreated there 
With yearning anguish, and let go with pain— 



‘Angel of Death,’ as many a struggling soul 
Had sealed him surely with its last low moan. 

And with him others worked, and went, and came 
A frietid of his, Felice Orsir.i, 

Younger than he, also a Romagnole, 

With daik and glorious eyes, and darker yet, 

Men said, because of prisons, and of dreams, 

And deathless passion for his native land 

And General (luidotti, he who liore 

So much reproaching, and umalled-lor blame , 

Because of the ill foitune of the day 

He guided at (Jornuda, that at last 

He said in bitterness, 1 Will Italy 

Not trust me to command ? At hast, 1 can 

Obey, and serve her: ' so resigned his post, 

And marched out in the ranks. And as it drew 
To the mid May-time, all the garrison 
Mustered m force for one determined stroke; 

And, issuing from the bridges, put to flight 
The Austrians in a well contested day. 

But in the hottest of the straggle fell 
Cmidotti, with a bullet through his breast. 

And Ugo in a moment at his side 

Was bending, seeking for the pulse in vain; 

H hen with a crash he too beside him lay, 
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Shattered and senseless; and for many hours 
No succour came. And when at last hy lay 
In his own hospital, the) found the ball 
1 iad mutilated hand, and arm, and side, 

And torn a pa"ssng£Tipen through his brcAst, 

And lodged deep in the shoulder out of reach. 

In agony and fever man) da\s 
He lay, and all around him deemed Ins wounds 
Must'needs be mortal . for then soil refused 
All healing; and the ball could not be found, 
Though searched for In the smgeons many times, 
With torments earned into deathly swoons, 

Yet un.nailing , and the hero-heart, 

Suffering all things 111 silent stcdfnstness, 
began to lhek< r to the shades of death. 

And by the next month it became too clear 
Treviso soon would fall into /he hands 
Of the invaders; and it was resolved, 

In order that the wounded might not fall 
Also mo/their hands, to send them first 
To Venice. Thus'Mas Ugo carried there, 

And painfull) the journey was performed 

A dream of dreams was Venice in those days 
Heroic ; first and last, and silver star, 
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That rose and set fur Freedom while the name 
Of Italy ' v:,s s |>oken. And of till 
Heroic citizens and nohle names 
That guided and that guarded her, the first, < 

Ry tile consent and reverence ol all, 

Was Daniel Manin. He, the head and chief 
Of the free city, came forth in her name, 

With honouiahle welcome, to receive 
Him whom all heatts wcic turning to; and stood 
Ready upon the Molo, just m front 
Of tile two granite columns, as the bulge 
Came down the (nudecca, carrying him ; — 

Then stept bareheaded to the water’s side. 

Rut his face (hanged to pain when he beheld 
The face that could not raise its eyes to him, 

And the cold hand that unresponsive lay 
Within his clasp. And those who waited there, 
Lifted him fainting and without a word, 

And bore him to the softest chamlter spread 
In the still heart of Venice. 'There he lay, 

While gentle hosts beside him tenderiy 
Watched, and attended on him, seeking ease 
And solace for the burning limbs m vain ; 

And surgeons with their carefullest of skill 
Used their stern arts upon him ; but the strife 
Was threefold—betwixt art, and pain, and death. 
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l!ut .still he smiled and suffered, thanking all, 

And s;i)ing, ‘It is sweet for Italy!’ 

Until, at one more trial, when at last 

Till- surgeons drew deep bieaths, and slid, ‘ No more* 

'We < annot ! ’ ffikiTC* answered them, ‘do’on!’ 

The ball was 1 ea< bed and mined and lie lud Mink 
Past (onsnousness : but those , wound him said, 

' He will be sa\ed it he has strength to live 
Through the next day.’ But then began afresh 
The strife of life with weakness. Shadowy, 

Upon the borders of the a'ngel woild, 

Pay'the pale, si ulptured face, and wasted foiin 
hoi man) weary weeks, and when at last 
The tide of life began to How again, 

Though languidly set surely, lie was moved 
Down to Chioggia, to the hospital, 

W here many wounded found their healing come 
In the xea-bree/es. 

Here he stayed awhile, 

Hardly rerourmg, waunng to and fio 
In all the p.rtnful. tlu< tnalnig Huns 
Of a frame lorn and siiahtn utteily 
Consumed Itesides In the impatient sense 
I he war was passing, and he was not there; 

\nd troubled by foreliodings as the days 
Went by, and fortune now Ix-gan to flow 
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The other way: and tidings came of towns 
Delivered to the Austrians, battles lost, 

And the King’s army in retreat. And dark 
The clouds began to gather o'er the day 
That was so clear and splendid in its dawn 

And faith and unity began to fail : 

The Pope first failing from the glorious place 
To which his people's hearts had lifted him ; 
Receding from his word, and < ailing back 
The army that had gone forth in his name. 

So that the hearts whose lining re\crence si 1 11 
Entwined itself with patriotic fire, 

Were torn asunder, and were forced to bu.ik 
One sacred bond, remaining at their posts . 

And knew henceforward, that not man, but God, 
Must be their helper and their guiding hand. 

All these things preyed on body and on mind. 
And made the tedious time more tedious still. 

A letter from Chtoggia once was brought 
Into our convent, and I heard it read , 

It was from Ugo. This waWsomc of it : 

‘The dnjs go slowly, and the summer air 
Gives me no strength. Many a one hetli here 
More helpless than myself, but scarcely I 
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Can make a shift to give a helping hand 
For any need. The days are sad and slow : — 
Hut sometimes towards the evening, I can fisc 
And with utlc'eiirr."* steps pass out of doors, 

And breathe the cooler air. I sit and lean 
Upon the long low bridge that ends the street 
And crosses the lagoon. Down to my feet 
The shifting seat let of the sunset-way 
Ripples across the waters of the waste, 
behind me all the foldings of the sails 
Of many colours, and the mingled masts, 

And hrmv, tangled heaps of lislung nets 
Within the little port, come close and clear 
In the still blue flame of the air, full of the salt 
Sea-fiagiant e blowing o\et ftoin the sub s 
(>f the Mura//c. As from tower to tower 
'1 he bells chime down along the lighted < oast, 
Sweet voieesf atiswei them, and fisher-girls, 

Finely, with dejiths of ocean m their eyes, 

Make mfisic unto Maty of the Sea.- 
Far-waveitng distances of golden haze 
Flooding the liluc of the Fuganean lulls, 

The Msionary mounts of the soothsayers; — 

# Whilst low and elear, one rose from shore to shore 
Ftes Palestrina, like a Paradise 
Of lovers lost, who in this hour at last 

* 4 - 
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I-fave found each other; and the skies and seifs 

C * 

And earth itself, are panting in the glow 
Of crimson ; and the summer night is theirs. 

t 

\nd u|*between, ‘Hike rubioidoost ly strewn 
Upon a siher minor,” fade awa\ 
l'o northward the innumerable isles, 

\nd towers, and Jude towns of the lagoon, 

In a far-shadowed puiple \amshmg. 

Yea, glorious is the last smile of the day, 

And the unutterable afterglow, 

Here, looking towards the sunset; and the wat 
Lies out beyond it, and the restless heart 
Heats thither, and the trumpets seem to blow 
Far off, far off, behind the thing hills’ 

1 but \et I turn, and to the other sky. 
bale, grey, without the mountains and the glow 
Some hidden power compels me. I ran see 
ldamingo-coloured flashes through the gloom 
Go southwards, and the white and wheeling wings 
Of sea-birds passing to the darkened shore ; 

And I would fain be following them, and learo 
The mystery that lies for me in that land 
Untrodden ; where Eridanus flows out 
In sluggish labyrinths through the solitudes, 
Which but the brooding herons amid the pines 
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Live jn, and wander through, and find a home. 

Who knoweth all the winding ways of waters 
In sU>w and many folds about thy feet, 

Oeodntry that n*r., '--A'eth ? Who hath crossed 
i he forests of the tends impenc tiahle ? 

The willow -courses, where the- flute-like notes 
Of ousel, and the darling kingfisher 
Make all the life? The undistinguished web 
Of met-branches, slowly drifting down 
The desolation of the choking sand 
Seawajds, until the) reach the trackless waste, 

The wilderness of waters m their warn, 

Where shore, and sea, and rivet lose themselves? 

1 I ask them here, “ \\ hat heth to the South ? ” 

They answer, “ Nothing." And I ask again, 

'■ AX'hat men dwell thcie ?'' they answer me, “ Not one.” 
“ Where goes the road then ? ” and they answer me, 

“ But to Ravenna, three days’ journey off. 

Hut ere \ou reach it, you must make across 
'Lhc great pine-forest and the myriad mouths 
Of 1*0, and the vast shallows of the plain, 

\\ itlt causeways stretching over the lagoon, 

Not land, not water, where the great eels lie, 

The Valley of Comacchio.” Aye, the name 
Haunts me ! I rise out of my lied at night. 
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And wish that i could wander there. Mv liml>r 
Are weak. The moonlight muffles in a mist 
The land low-lying; from it comes a wail. 

I know not why, my heart is V—ed with it, 
Foreboding, like a bulrush with the wind. 

Is it the Song of the Swans, that ever there 
(lo mourning since the fall of l’haethon? 

Some deathnote peals across the water-wold, 
Pierced with the echoes of some shadowy doom ; 
Some parting anguish of a soul m flight, 

Some melancholy mystery of fate. 

‘ I pass, I pass m dreaming out upon 
A wide waste plain, where rushes grow beside 
T he trickling threads that lose theins, hes m pool-, 
Beneath old stones* all the k and dark with moss ; 
Some little wild thing startle. 1 , springs and urns 
Before me, lost in swift and shadowy flight 
And great grey moths with downy circling wings 
Bead me enchanted through unceitam wavs. 
Where the mangold of the mjrsh is growing pd 
On to the borders of a shimmering mere: 

As when a faded sunset shines below 
In silent waters, with the dark between 
Of land and hills, the light below, above, 

In sky and water,—but the earth is dusk, 
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Anu ah now gathers and^rows dusk with it. 

Ana hardly now my fret know where they tread 
In moss, or swamp, or pool ; and here and there 
\ "l.uv-worm s|iarkles tremulously gm n ; 

\nd a great rustling in the watei flags. 

And thousands ol sin ill notes and die,in calls, 

\nd plashings, and soft stnsings of the sedge, 

Tell of the wild lloeks that are nesting there. 

Was that a spirit went by me, all in wings 
I hat made the shadows glorious? Now again 
It Crushed my lace, and in a stimk was gone, — 
The giant ol the diagon llies aluoad 

«*(Irent, hollow, hcmloi k canes al>o\e my head 
Stret< h out then stmight, stiff arms; and all around 
1 lie ceaseless croak comes up about my Bet, 

And out into tlie daik and damp , heVare ' 

Black, shilling, twining stems of poison-flowers, 

Blue Blossoms Beautiful, and deadly white, 

< jite h at me with their rings. the osiers smite 
And blind me, and I (annot make a way. 

I stand and hear a swift and flowing sound 
Of waters close Beside me, and I strike 
Away from them ; and on the other side 
1 coUie upon more waters, gurgling slow ; 

Waters ujKin the right hand and the left; 
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«Theie is no footing, so l stumble on, 

Ankle*<lvc]> in the soft and slimy moss, 

Until 1 find an opening. Here is light 
In ghosth. fitful glimmers, as the coils 
(>f water-snakes shine out in writhing knots, 

()i eh are the black, slow < urrenl, with a wake 
(>f pale blue fire. The gliding Will o'-the-wisp 
Hither and thither seems to float and fade 
Out black trunks that lot amid the stream, 

And lurid luminous vapoui hangs outspread 
Hoveling abo\e the oo/e. and 1 can see 
The long grey mosses swinging from the arms 
Of the old larches, and all things seem here 
lloaying in a stagnant solitude 

‘ 1 he darkness shuts me in again, and 1 
(lo blindly, brushing past the rigid arms 
Of hideous giant horsetails, and in) feet 
Tread out the burning milk-juice of the spurge, 
Until at last they find a firmer lied . 

And out them the horrible land crabs 

r- 

Run swiftly, and slou-mowng reptiles crawl 
dimly beneath me. Now 1 feel the sand, 

And now the slippers hollows, as I pass 
Through the bewildering cane brakes, till 1 gam 
The light once more. To, from behind the cloud 1 ? 



1 he muon comes suddenly, and all the night 
shines out in silver; and 1 comeat last 
I o a ' tear water’s edge, a broad still stream, 

U itU one calmmimvatd ripple, breaking hey.' 
before me in the moonlight on the sands, 

I hb smooth white sands that make a level shore 
behind and over me the font he ry reeds 
Make darkness; lmt before me all is light; 

Hie beautiful, broad water, winding on 
To where dark woods dip into it, and close: 

\i*id out in ttie lull wanness of the moon 
I he armies o! the sedges in their tanks, 

I lie shner ot their swords innumerable ; 

Mid not a sound besides., and no! a breath, 

Nor am footprint on' the slink save mine. 

Yet here is something strange, that will not let 
My eves lie loosened from it scarce a mark 
In the fine sand and yet I cannot lly 
This midnight vision of a new made grave 
khat strips me. thi?re it lies unconsecratc. 

Now know I, I have reached my house of doom 
No hope nor saving any more for me. - 
— What foolish visions of the night are these’’ 

Htit though the cruel wound began to heal, 
Still IV) languished . and his wonted strength 
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' Returned not to him ; and he, suffering, craved 
The native air and old familiar streets 
Of his Bologna ; and with rare and pain 
Thither he was removed at his desire, 

And lodged among his friends; and slowly there 
He mended, and the life came ba< k to him. 

But great good fortune now to me befell: 

For our good Prior, having much at heart 
To see Fra Ugo, and to speak with him, 

And having also business to transact 
Within Bologna, journeyed thence from Rome, 
And took me with him ; - so it came to pas's 
That I beheld my master's face once moie. 

It was in August. I for the first time 
Beheld Bologna; and I was ama/ed 
To see so great a city, and the lines 
Of the long porticoes, lhat from the gates 
So far stretched upwards. As we passed hencafh 
The leaning towers, I saw the ravens wheel 
About them, croaking, hut I heeded not, 

My heart was full of the great joy so near. 

And when at last we stopp'd before a door 
Among the arcades, and up a stair had climbed, 
My heart stood still before another door 
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1 nat oi>cneo 10 us, and «u .Hepped inside 
\ shaded room and, waiting for our steps, 
from a low couch, once more, at last, at last, 

I he eye* of Ugo Bassi smiled at me, 

( Hit of the white and wasted face, that still 
U as the must beautiful that (lod had made 

Thoie was nun h stir and tumult at this time 

U ithin Bologna; foi not long Indore, 

» 

I lie \ustrians under Wclden had come down 
On het, defenceless ; hut the people rose 
in force and fury unforeseen , and drove 
•I hem out. and armed themselves, and thenceforth held 
\ml fortified then < ity; and stood firm 
In then municipal and aVittcnt rights, 

1 >esirmg to be ruled no more by priests. 

But the Pope s Legate sought by force of arms 
To repossess himself, and blood was shed ; 

And all things were unquiet and disturbed; 

And all the citizens wer<? under arms 
Against the Papal troops and the Swiss guard. 

Felice (Jrsim was also there, 

With other of the Roman volunteers 
Disbanded from Treviso, by the terms 
OF the capitulation, undei bond 



ifo 


L uO'/iASS/ 


To fight no more m Lombaniy that year 
lit 1 , having won the rank of Captain, held 
\ leader's place among the boldest there, 

Aild kept a firm hand on the pouiilaec, 

Prone to excesses after long restraint. 

'And, loving imu h my master, Orsim 
Came oft to his sn k chamber; and one day, 

l 

I, waiting there upon him, heard them both 
Conversing a short time in earnest tones; 

But Ugo's voice failed soon, and he lay there, 

Silent, and sad, until his friend ev laimed, 

‘Dost thou see aught, that thou regarded me 
So gravely ? W li.it is it displeases thee ? ’ 

And l’go answered, m a voice that mine 
Slowly, and as it were without hltiiselt - 
‘The shadow of a great doom within thine eyes.’ 

' \ doom ’ What doom ? Omiii answered him 
‘ We are all in the same doom. Have we not sworn. 
To know no rest till Italy be one, 

And rescued from the stranger ? 1 >id we think 
The day of our discharge would find us whole, 

And young, and ready for this life’s reward ? 

Does the red stand for rose-leaves on our flag? 

We have learnt Ixttei, thou and I at le.ua. 
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I.have spent years m pitsun. when no hope 
Seemed [Missilile; and knew my htelhien then 
\yere striving for me, and that piaurs like thine 
UVie rismgjpr and now I am here* 

Hut hound in the same semi e, and 1 know 
Its uttermost guerdon is the darkest death, 

\nd that the very fa< e <Tf Italy , 

Shall not smile yet on lho.se that die foi her, 
Ami to that doom go forwaid undism.ned. 

Hut whether thou, or 1, or this one lieie, 

(>[ any other, shall he tailed the first, 

Or what shall he the*.tiling, who ran know?’ 

And Ugo answered, still as in a dream . 

1 Yea, through the Shadow of an Agony 
Cometh Redemption if we may hut pass 
In the same footprints where our Mast, r went, 
With Him bejtde us. and lot me, I fear 
No evil, sim c lie has not tailed me y< t, 

Nor will, £or ever*; and 1 know lie will 
He with me when I go to meet my hour; 

-Hut thou, thou guest all alone to tlune,’ 

1 Ixt me lie lost, so Italv lie saved " 

Orstni answered ; anrl went out from us. 

But,the nc\t day I sat beside the bed 
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Where Ugo was asleep ; and watched the Hies 

i. 

Should not disturb him, for the heat was great; 
And marked the helpful hand relaxed and \vln f c, 

I,aid in the coverlet ; and ajMaotfsr 
Listened for the low breathing which assured 
lie tested : for now, languid after long 
Lexer, and pain, and wbariness, he slept 
Hour after hour, and ever craved for more , 

And when awake was weary; and when lef' 

In quiet, quickly was asleep again. 

There was loud tumult in the town below; 

Hut coming through the sultry air, the noise 
Was not so harsh or near as to do hint. 

Hut through the quiet house now quick steps came 
Ascending, and the dooi was pushed aside 
llastib, and with jar, and Ugo woke , 

And ga/ecl upon Felice Orsim, 

Who had burst in, with eyes and cheeks aglow 
And full of laughter, saving : ‘ Pardon me ! 

Hut business is important, and admits 
Of no delay. I bring a message from 
A humble suppliant—if he were but here ! 

The Cardinal-Archbishop - I am told 
There is no love lost between you and him. 

And that there is good cause for it, and \"V 



Have .1 long score ugatnst him. Now your tm.!‘ 
Is ( onio ; he lies imploring at your fed. ’ 

Will you lot give him?' l T go smiled and sauj, 
‘Forgive him wad Nay, 1 foigavc him then 
'i hat was eight years ago: tint now, at last, 

What does he want of me?’ Orsmi said: 

‘ The moh are up against him , and indeed 
1 hey are not to he trilled with. He seems 
Far from beloved, if one may judge by what 
One hears and sees. Already they have forced 
*1 he doorways, and have filled the inner court, 
And all the square is full of half aimed men, 
Clamouring and trying that he should come forth, 
• And answer for his office to the Court 
Of Fillilu Safety ’ Hut he dares not stu 
Noi show himself He sent to speak with me, 
Kntreatmg me to save him, and to get 
An escort that lie might escafie to Rome 
But underneath the windows one tould hear 
The jxiopje yelhilg like hyaenas, “Who 
Imprisoned Cgo liassi?” and again, 

“ Remember Ugo Bassi!" and myself 
Would rather stand before the Austrian guns 
For half a day, than stand for half an hour 
Before the fury of our Bolognese 
1 wpuld not have him hurt; but for your sake, 
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\Was glad to have him frightened : mi 1 said. 

As grave'and stern as 1 < mild well appear 

‘‘'IT Rome?—You hear the people name my fnuul 

He is close by, as you are well aware. 

» ^' 

I think there are accounts between you two 
1 hat might be settled better here lhaji there 
I must consult him.' Rut he begged and prayed 
— He had been forced,— he had done nothing more 
Than Ins most painful duty, and had borne 
C.rievmis suspa ion, merely through his /eul 
In inton eding for \oil ; lor himself, 

He* always had admired you from lus heart; 

You eould not ha\e a truer friend than him. 

His gushing love and his benevolent e 
for everybody was so great, m shoit. 

He could not comprehend how they could show 

Stub strange ingratitude—but thought it was 

A dispensation of mysterious grate 

But now, would you, and I, and his good friends 

(let him away ? I need not stay to < ount 

The pastoral and apostolic showers 

Of benediction that should fall on us. 

But I can do it —1 can hold the mob 
In check, and 1 can use the civic guard ; 

Masina too and Zamlveccari stand 
By me, and we have all the Volunteers. 
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lie "ill lx sale, but we bust lose no tune. 

But now, what message shall I take from you?’ 

But Ugo o^his tom h had raised himself, 

With Ins eyes burning, and his feverish lips; 

And his voice trembled in its eagerness, 

As he spoke : ' Friend, by till thou, boldest dear, 

If thou hast ever loved me, show it now 1 
0 keep him safe and sacred! Promise me 
'1 his day to hold Ins life before thine own : 

I <lo,not say, lest one of his grey hairs 
Be harmed,—I trust thee,—blit lest one rude word 
Come near him, one rough hand should hurry lum. 
If he should suffer now the smallest thing, 

And for my sake, what then could comfort me? 
lie hath been, ever sin< e I was a boy, 

The Primate of this city, and revered 
For blamelessness and dignity of life. 

Besides I do believe that m his way 
He loves ouj Iacrd,’and thinks that verily 
He did Him service in withstanding me. 

And if the jxople think of me, do thou 
Tell them from me, that if they would not tear 
Open my wounds afresh, and my heart too, 

Thc'y will part from him in respect and [xace.’ 
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'■ And Orsini departed ; 1 but the tune 
Seemed lung ; for Ugo breathed in fever-haste, 
And perilously glowed the sunken cheeks, „ 
And all the pulses rushed on one. wild wayr 
While the confused and brawling Voices came, 
Now rising, and now falling, to our ears. 

At last Orsim's step was heard again 
Approaching, and lie came up to the side 
Of Ugo, who had stretched his hands to him, 
And said, ‘ He is in safety. He at ease. 

He had no trouble after I went ba< k 
The people listened to the words I spoke 
In your name to them : and I had good show 
Of force besides. He has an ample guard 
f rom here to Rome 1 and no one said a word 
Of insult to him after he c ame out 
I rode lrcside him to the Roman gate. 

And there dismounted, bidding him farewell. 
But no one can describe his gratitude, 

And his affection both to you and me 
The messages he charged me with to you !— 
How his paternal heart had ever yearned 
To you his liest-beloved son, far more 
Than he had been permitted to express— 
How no one understood your worth like he - 



UUO J1ASS/ 


157 


He seemed in fact to liave hut one regret 
Leaving Bologna,—that was, leaving ym!. 

‘At least remember that, whatever comes, 
Monsignor Oppi//om is heneefoith 
Your most devoted slave. You cannot ask 
Mote of him than he w dj delight to give 
He longs for opportunity to prove 
How true and steeliest can his friendship be; 

And his unutterable gratitude 

Shall s|>cih1 itself meanwhile in prayers for you. 

And if, at any time, (which Heaven forbid ’) 

Evil should threati n you, oi danger piess. 

Or any undeser\< d t< pioaeh he jours, 

Then count on hr(n and ail he has to use 

In vour difenre, and always he assured 

He could not have a greater privilege 

'1’han serving jnu. Bray keep him m your mind. 

He still repeals, your piety and mine 

Have saved his life' this morning. Boor old man, 

One would not think that he had much to lose 

> 

At his age 1 It seems really strange to me 
Bh.ft saints should Ik- so loth to lose their lives, 
\nd not more eager for the Baradise 
yhev say is specially reserved for them. 

He is a venerable man no doubt: 
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His predecessors were less discomposed 
As they looked up, and round, and final!) 

Settled their eves upon the prated doors 
That held the Irons, opening, nor let stir 
An eyelash as the hounds 1 aiiie o'er the sand, 
And round and round from earth to sky, the mar 
Of the Coliseum.—So at least they sa\. 

Bishops, I think, were different in those days; 
Our nerves, perhaps, are weaker. Anyhow, 

He is safe off, and no one seems tire worse 
For losing him, nor ineonsolahle 
At his departure. Are you satisfied ?' 

Soon after this I was obliged to leave 
Bologna and my master, ami the ne\t 
1 heard of him was that ho wound was whole, 
And he again had started tor the war, 

Which now had died away m every part 
Save Venice: for an armistice was signed 
Between Savoy and Austria: and the Pope, 

And all the other Princes, had recalled 
Their soldiers; fonlv, up amongst the Alps, 
Forsaken, Garibaldi made a stand 
With lus five hundred). But one city stayed. 
Queen of herself, a new republic, bound 
Not unto any court conveniences, 
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IJnt only unto Liberty.and Heath; 

And Venice now against her bore alone 1 
The whole revengeful piessure of the anus 
()( Austria : onl\ (iod and hei green seas 
Helping her; \et she held, and did not fail, 

The ton h aloft, and looked not on despan. 

Ay, when the Ixdls swing up in the (Ircat Tower, 
Slow, slow, to battle, )ou may feel the air 
begin to tremble, and it is as though 
Her golden hair streamed out upon the wind, 

And the white arms are lifted high in air, 

\nd the deep e\es are set against the storm, 

And the white breast begins to heave and glow, 
And all the waters,in the wavs below 
Move with her moving, and be<ome alive 
She was awake then, all the lest were dead. 

There were no treasures left ri any house, 

For every citizen had brought his store 
Already to the I’ujflic Treasui), 

And all was melted down and used ere now. 
but her heron hearts'and hands were still 
Her.own, to die when she died. And she stood. 
Curt to the Little w ith her golden robes, 

Apd with the jewelled breastwork for her shield, 
And the soft flowing waters for her walls, 
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(•Against the cannon and,the frowning forts 
And leagues of the blockade, and hordes of Huns, 

Thither departed fgo with his liiond 
Felice Orsim, and others, left 
Out of the Roman legion. At their head 
Was Colonel Zambeecari They embarked 
Twelve hundred, at Ravenna, m stub boats 
As they could find in luibotir, and arrived 
At Venn e after storim davs of sea, 

And many perils from the Austrian fleet; 

And being landed, they were sent to guard 
The outposts at the foil of Malaheri 

Weeks passed • a silent encim in front, 

The desolate breadth of the Lagime behind, 

Swift rushing of the Hieiitr on one hand, 

A stagnant channel on the other hand, 

Waters divided by the jutting fort, 

The marshes and the eane-fiolds all around, 

The mud embankments, the embrasured walls. 
The white mist rising round them every night. 
The pestilential air enfolding them, 

The autumn fever in the mubt of them. 

Half of the garrison in hosoital 
And l'go Bassi, |>ale and suffering still, 
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Moved, like a shadow pf himself, among 
Ttie stricken soldiers, falling even day ■ 
Before the deadly airovvs of this foe 
Invisible, vet did not tail himself. 

Seven miles of the ean.il and inrush Ik tween 
Mestre and .Malgheia , and Mestre stood, 

4 

The outpost of the Austrians, loitil’ud 
Anew, and armed with hesh aililleiv, 

And gTnrisorii tl In (hose n legiments , 

Ijie key of their position, and the gate 
Of The mainland. 'I his was to he attached. 

At ten o't lock one night the drawbridge led 

• 

And all the gunisnn Jrom every side 
U ere music ted in the t c ntral f irtless I hi re 
I he 01 di lo w ere deliw red, and all night 
W as sp ( nt m pic paraiH ms (iisim 
Was head <>l the lust (olumn on the light, 

And next to linn, 1 ontana l go man lu d 
licside the eime hattalion, without aims 
At nine oh !o< k they i.sucd from the gates 
Of Malghera, and took die load that runs 
Alongside the < anal. It was tile dull • 

End of Oetolver, and a heavy fog 

Had settled our everything, and hid 

All the dim p! ;:n, d muffled every sound. 



St/entf}, under covet of the wist, 

?he companies ot the attack crept on 
Until they had surrounded all the forts: 

And halted in their order, still unseen, 

Til! the command should reai ii them to advanca 
Long time they waited, wet and chilled and stiff, 
(Touched in the ditc lies and behind the walls, 
Concealed among the cane brakes without food, 
Till evening, and no word or leader t ame. 

At last, at si\ o clot k, there was one burst, 

All round, of firing, and the hour had come. 

On ! straight at the forts ! and over open ground 
Under the cannonade from all the walls, 
Advanced the line at once to the assault. 
Knee-deep in water, through the flooded field 
They struggled to the fosse of the Lunette , 

But their wet arms could not return the fire, 

And still the Austrians mowed them down with 
Then with one shout, ‘ Yi\a l'ltaha ! ’ 

Felice Orsini sprang, sword m livid, 

Straight to the walls, anti all his company 
Rushed after him, and threw’themselves upon 
The steep entrenchments m one desperate close 
Half of tile in fell lieiieath the last discharge 
Of the defenders as they turned and fled 
Before the furious onset, and the rest 
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I'.i^ed inwards. But among the wounded lay 
• * 
j oniana, with his right arm carried off, 

\ - it seemed, dung. Ugo stayed by him. 

But, hand to hand, from house to house the light 
Raged on, and everywhere, from ]>omt to point, 

B.u k were the Austrians beaten, but gave way 
Slowly, m deadly struggle ; and the night 
Harkened above the crowded Combatants, 

And the broad moon appealed, and flames burst out 
in i oifllaetation from deserted holds, 
fill all the place was lighter than b\ day. 

•But many of the Aitsfuans had been made 
Prisoners, and many slam ; and of our own 
Many were slain or wounded, and at last, 
l'ast midnight, but a remnant on eat h side 
Held on thiough the last i onfln t, m a wild 
•Crash and uproar ot blood, and flame, and < ru s. 
Madness and rage of slaughter ami despair. 

Round the last stronghold whit h the Croats kept, 

The Villa Ilianehim, pouring sheds 
Of flaming hai! from all the windows, barred, 

And with spiked walls impregnable all rounej. 

I'nder the murderous fire Orsim letl 
His toltnnns driven back and bar k again; 

Sdtnc sealejl the walls, some wavered, some were hurled 
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He'Adlong upon the others,---all their fate 
llung on the shock and strain of this last hour. 

Tlv Hag of Italy upon the ground 
Sank, with the standard hearer: gauge cries 
Rang with the voiles s from the heights of stone 
Then they saw I'go m the midst of them, 

A’flash, a vision, with illumined eyes, 

And in Ins hand the Hag and he was past, 

Above them high upon the perilous walls, 
Unarmed amidst the steel, and fire, and storm, 
And first within the palace, all alone 
Amidst the Croats, who beheld ama/ed, 

Suddenly there against the Haring ski, 

The terrible bright fare of the gold haired monk, 
With the streaming banner and the lifted hand, 
And the red cross upon his breast; and some, 
Bewildered with the long and furious night, 

Shrank back, and said awe-stneken as he passed, 
‘St. Theodore for Venice !’ But he cried, 
‘Surrender, and I spare you ! Pile jour arms, 
And go before me ! ’ and like sheep they went, 
Driven before him down the stairs ; and he 
Passed to the lower story, and the shots 
Ceased, and the disarmed Croats on their knees 
Cried ‘ Quarter 1 ’ But he said, ‘ Unbar the doors 
And they olreyed him. At the bayonets’ point 
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Orsim, with his .soldiery, pressed on, 

\\ ho, too infuriate to stay 01 spare, 

Sjirar^g on their prey, and massacre began 
But l>jn the doorway fronted them : 

' They are my prisoners, and then lues are mine 1 ’ 
\nd Orsim strut k bank with swoid and shout, 

The foremost of the maddened, entering throng ; 
While piercing rose, and terrible, the < nes 
Fur mercy, and for \engcance, drowning those. 

Hut in the shattered doorway Ugo stood 

Bcfort; the < 'mats, and his fa it e\rs 

Mashed on the Irayonets, and he snatt lied and held 

I he crtit ilix to meet them, and Ins < ry 

Ra*ng over theirs ■ 1 Stand but k ' Volt shall not pass, 

lint over my dead body and strct< lied arms, 

And trampled t russ of Christ ' 1 And they fell back, 
With all the force and fury out of them ; 

And die two hundred prisoners were secured, 

And all was over, and the plate was won. 

Six cannon, all the military stores, 

I 

And all the papers of the Austrian staff, 

Seven hundred prisoners, and all the torts 
Of Mestre, fell into our hands that day. 

But fhere were heavy losses; and among 
The chwf who perished was l’oerio,— 
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TMo younger, Alessandro, who, a boy, 

'look arms for freedom thirty years ago, 

And .out of exile sent the songs that stifled 
liis rountiy’s heart, and now received lie i royn; 
After lice days of agony, he breathed 
His last in Ugo's arms, at |>c,i< e in ('hrist, 

,'YTld with his mother's naene upon his lips 

'1 hat was almost the last of the campaign. 

Soon afterwards the Roman legion came 
Hack to R.ncnna; and as they passed thiough, 
They halted for a day 01 two, and theie. 

As Ugo knelt and kissed the sacred stone 
That toxers Dante's giace, the multitude 
hollowed his steps, and would n'ol let him go 
Till he had spoken to them. Those who heard, 
Said that his words sank down into their hearts 
As never words before,—so grace and strong,— 

As he laid charge upon them never more 
To trust in priests or princes, wlfo had failed, 

But to trust (loci and their own hearts alone ; 

And now to keep 1 Kick nothing of their lues 
From God and from their country. Then he came 
On to Bologna, and soon afterwards 
'1 o Rome again. 


Ah, there was joy with us 
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When Cgo linsM had come hack to take 
Hi', lodging with the brotherhood once more'! 

Hut .Tj it were his ghost at first he seemed, 

So wortvji'd pallid from his toils and pain ; 

Yet as the da\s went on, and the new year 
Drew into light, his strength letumed to him, 

And the old looks returned Vo meet otn eyes, 
More-beautiful than e\ci, and new hope 

And life were stirring in 0111 Ik ails again 

* 

Isolde: - there was sin h sttange tumult in her midst, 
01 reawakening spirits, that it seemed 
As if the Dead from all the t'atacombs 
11.td risen to live and die again lot hei 
The Pope had lied, and left no powci behind ; 

And rumours came that both horn North and South 
The armies of the Stranger were in march 
Against the Holy City for his sak'e 
Hut she was free, and held her own awhile ; 

And there wgje bonffres in the streets, and shouts. 

And hymns of lilverty, and chime of bells, 

And marshalling of troops for the defem e. 

Nor did I understand all things that passed: 

Hut this 1 felt, that day by day, my life 
Otiidkened and dcq>ened, and with broader flow 
Swept Ur the ocean ; and I had become, 
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‘Not only human, from unconsciousness, 

Not only Christian, from the Pagan lore, 

But Roman also, and a < iti/en 
Of no mean city,- hut of the world'? [n'-irt . 
And this was borne upon me by sweet winds, 
That blew, or so it seemed, and < I eared the air 
About us, as for some great sacrifice, - 
l'hat Rome was now to lne again once more, 
And not tor Italy alone, but for 
Humanity, and that we too were bound. 
Without es< ape, to h\e and die for het 
1 cannot tell how these things fame to me. 
About this time I ome heanl Cgn read 
A letter which, he said, was for us all ; 

He named a name whu h then I did not know. 

It said 'I listen fora voice from Rome, 
Some sound as oftlie reawakening stir 
Of a whole people to their former height : 

I do not hear one worthy of her yet. 

() Romans, had you but the wi//. the power 
Is yout*», this day, to mould the world anew' 
You hold within your hands the destiny 
Ot Italy, and, soon or late, must that 
Become the world's. It has been ever so. 

Do you not know the sjtell of potency 
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In those lour letters thfit nuke up the name 

i 

Of Rome -of Amor? Know you not that that 
WJiich uttered otherwhere is hut a word, 

If uW*' e hv Rome becomes a fait, , 

Henceforth her own Imperial Deuee, 

Vtbi ct orbi. ], the worshipper 

Of Rome, have watched'and waited for this day, 

Knowing that unto her alone belonged 

The Mission, that the Word could only coine 

From the Eternal City. Orant it, Hod, 

Thru now at last the tunes may be fulfilled 1 

‘ lias ever I’rovidein e so plainly said 
To any nation • You shall Inroe no ^od 
But God, you shall have no interpreter 
Of Ilis law hut the People ? Have you not 
lieheld this war, already three parts won, 

Rost, when you gave its guidance to a King? 

The I’ope, a voluntary fugiti\e, 

•Has left y wii. Without violent e or design 
The way has been nyule plain before your feet. 
You have no longer any Hoveminent, 

Nor any power legitimately owned. , 

Rome is to-day by the sole grace of Heaven 
A free Republic : - and this day is yours, 

Once, and once only, for a choice, to take 
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Yftur glorious destiny upoft yourselves; 

'And gather to the heart of Italy 
In unity her delegates elect, 

To utter forth the word to all the wotld— 

Who h (lod shall through tile People then declare, 
And hemeforth live or die—accordingly.’ 

This \\intei was the mildest that had been 
Within the memory of man at Rome ; 

The skies were soft and sunny e\ery day, 

And the red roses bloomed the winter thioiigb 
And ere the spring had well set in this year, 
Another Rose had blossomed on the earth, 
Another crimson in the morning sky, 

And the Republic was proclaimed in Rome. 

And late one night, in the Inst days of March, 
When beds of uolcts scented all the air, 

And marigolds were in the springing grass, 

Came Ugo liassi home; and as he passed 
Spake hut these words, with radiant, awe struck fr 
That lighted all before him, ‘ I have seen 
Marini ! ’—but I knew not whom he meant. 
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is 4 o. 

1 Na\ ' not from you lo me, from me (0 \oil, 

Romans tins homage of our line should pass. 

1 u! all the good ilrai I have sought to do 
—Not done—horn Rome (time to me. Rome has Ireen 
Kver for me a talisman In )outh 
I found this 1 e< or<l written, that whcie.ts 
In mer\ other ( ountrv nations grew. 

\nd spoke their passage m the world's great song, 

I hen fell, to rise no more m pristine strength, 

One onlv < it) was endowed by Ood ’ 

M ith power to die and then to rise again 
More glorious than before, and to fulfil 
A mission nobler than fulfilled before. 

1 saw this Rome arise, Imperial, 

With tmpit'e from the rising of the sun 
To his unfollowed setting in the sea 
beyond the Oates of Hercules, - her laws 
Written in landmarks still throltgh every land. 
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Arid this Rome I saw perish, overwhelmed 
By floods of the barbarians. From her tomb 
I saijr her rise again, this time more great, 
rn virtue of a victory, not by arms, 

But by the Word of God ; and in His name 
Claiming and wielding sovereignty of souls. 

I*to my heart said -There is yet to come 
More : for a city which, of all the world, 

Alone lias seen two splendours rise and fall,— 

The last the first transcending,—yet must see 
A third. All things must follow to their fate. 
Following the Rome which wrought by force of arms. 
Following the Rome which wrought by force of words, 
Must come, so was it shown me long ago, 

The Rome which yet shall work by force of life. 

Rome of the Caesars, past away so long ; 

Rome of the Popes, past but a little while ; 

Rome of the People rises from you both.— 

And now the Rome of the People has arisen. 

Here, in this Rome, I greet yoU';- and this hour, 

Has room in it for no less sai red word. 

‘Nothing have I to give you of my own, 

Nothing have I to promise of myself, 

Except that I am with you, one of you, 

Whatever work you now may have to do 



For Rome, for Italy, and fyr the weal 
Of humankind in Italy. We shall 
Pcrhays have more than one sharp step to cross, 
Mote thjtn one solemn sacrifice to make, 

Mme than one battle with mn gathering foes: 
lint with the aid of (lod we will go on 
To victory. I trust that nevermore, 

So grant it, (lod, the stranger's scorn may say, 

This light from Italy, this blaze horn Rome, 

Is but a Will-o’-the wisp among the tombs. 

Not so, the world shall hail it as a star, 

To set no more, pure, everlasting, bright, 

As those which glow m our Italian skv.' 

These wands were spoken on the Sixth of .Mari h 
I he first time that Ma//mi stood within 
I he Capitol, and knew his time was come ) 

Rut before long, I too had learned to know 
M.y/ini,~ now a i iti/.vn of Rome, 

And First of the Triumvirate; by voice 
Of the Assembly and the People given 
The post of honour and of danger, kept 
By Rome for heroes in her hours of fate. 

And next to him, two men were worth) found 
Of the .same touch of fiery’laurel leaf; 
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Aufblio Saffi,—Armellini;—these 

Moved wifh one mind, and Rome was glad of them. 

•For he was here at last,—the man whpse dreams 

Had seen her in his youth, a queen as now, 

While other eyes had seen but her decay. 

H<f who had prophesied of this young Rome 

♦ 

Who amid scorn and peril had consumed 

If! is days and nights for her, had worked, and watched, 

And suffered for her till the hour was come, 

And she was born again, a splendour strange, 

Out of the travail of his soul,—a dream 
Now in the world’s full daylight come to pass. 

And she, immortal, as it seemed new-born, 

Ilathed in the golden sunshine of the spring, 
booked lovely as a bride may look, who knows 
Her lover’s eyes are on her ; and rejoiced. 

And I too sometimes,* passing in the streets, 

Beheld himself ; it was a face which now 
I cannot write of,—but I see it still. 

< 

The glorious, fiery eyes, the living light 

That made the world like one grand smile of God.— 

On all sides there was arming those first days 

Of the Republic, to resist the hosts 

Of Austria, but we felt no fear of them, 

For everywhere, along the stVects and walls, 
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we behold large letters: ‘In the Name 
Ot'Viud and of the People! ’ and then cartte 
The order of the day, and it was signed 
1 Joseph Mazzini, Citizen of Rome.’ 

The name, the eyes, the voice, were m our midst 
All day ; the living hand was holding ours; 

We felt that God was with us. Foi myself, 

I could not understand the words of him 
Who spoke as if His Prophet; -but I saw 
How Ugo liassi, with dilated eyes, 
lttank them in day by day, and each day grew 
More glorified to look on, as if now 
No spiritual need were unfulfilled. 

,My Master had hem great to me till now, 
but now a greater (hie than lie appeared,— 

! I is Masigf" and the .Master of us all. 

To live through hut one [tcrl'et t hour of life, 

U all hope enlarging all the spare beyond, 

Is better than a life time, and more long, 

booking hack on il : thus it seems to me 

• 

1 hat time was long, because it was so fair. 

JSift none kneel Ugo as Mazzini loved ; 

W ho one day sent for him, and said to Inm, 

‘ I.have a gift to give thee, which thy heart 
bhall some day tliank me for; I have not found 



Arother worthy of it; I appoint 
U'hee to <he post of peril, as the priest 
Of Garibaldi's legion. Go to him, 

And take this letter under hand of mine. 

And when thy crowning eometh, think of him, 
r hy friend who love's thee and who parts from thee,' 

And Ugo took the letter, and obeyed ; 

Half grieved to leave the golden hours of Rome, 
Half glad for stirrings of new destinies, 

Half conscious of a solemn seal of fate. 

For no one \et in Rome had evci seen 
The face of Garibaldi ; but strange tales 
Were told of him, and of the fearless few 
Who from America had followed him ; 

Of their rough fashions, and their wild attire, 

And the mjsterious fortunes of then Chief, 

Who in remote and unknown lands had grown 
To some strange power and leadership of men, 

And now had risen up at his country’s call, 

For her Deliverer in her hour of need, 

With his own army and no law hut his; 

And'by a perilous and hard-won way 
Was now advancing on the road to Rome, 

And halting at Rieti. Thither came 
Ugo, as the Republic’s messenger. 
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The rushing green Yclmo r | >cntinc 

\ 

Fnnngs the towers foursquare, and the ted roofs ' 
Crowded and piled within the ancient walls , 

Of the Sabine City ; and the green plain 1011ml 
Lies one great garden of the vine in qmng ; 

And, twelve miles off, an amphitheatie 
Encircles it, of mountains, tendei toned, 
lake harmonies of iiuisk turned to shape. 

And it was morning, when before the tent 
Of Garibaldi, I’go Bissi stood . 

And the unknown commander from the door 

* 

Admired to meet Imn, dtest, as was his wont, 

In the white mantle and the si ,uh t u st, 

Jtare- headed, with the limi flowing lo< ks, 

And greeted him with uia\e fu< e and f w wonls 

But Ugo looked at him, and speechless stood, 
As in a vision ; and his breath'came short; 

And shadowy changes swept across his f.u e, 

While still lie ga/cfland all at once he spoke : 

‘ I have seen thee, I ha\e si cm due 1 In the cell 

t 

Above the rushing of I’otcn/a, when 
I had no hope, and even God seemed gone; — 

In mortal sickness, when the agony 
Ix*t go, and left me sinking !>a< k to life;— 

In dip long vigils, as it \lu w towards dawn 
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Through the grey aisles of the Basilica 
in flickering nights of fever, when my wounds 
Burned, and the hospital was full of groans;— 

In the last thunder of the guns, when all _ 

The air was dun and sulphurous with smoke, 

And I was ly ing on a field well-won ;— 

By deathbeds, when the pain had left the limbs;— 
Yea, m the fainting close of the Passion-Week ;— 

I was aware of one who came and went, 

But never stayed by me so long, that I 

Might catch the torm but sometimes in my dreams 

I saw it and I knew it : n was thine. 

I could not hold the dream l>a< k as I woke ; 

I was seeking, and 1 knew not what 1 sought: 

But now 1 am waking, and I see thy face " 

And out Garibaldi's eyes there came 
A soft deep darkness, and he stretched his hand 
To Ugo, and the two stood face to fare, 

The silence thrilling round them like a march 
Of music at a hero’s funeral, 

Until the voice of Garibaldi spoke 
1 We two can be no more parted, save by death.’ 

And from that hour was Ugo Bassi’s place 
At Garibaldi’s side; and never more 
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Did any day divide them ; and it seemed 
As if the day long were too short to ease 
The lifelong burden of their hearts, till now 
I'nknown unto each other, and apart. 

And Garibaldi said, ' It likes me ill 
To see a white dove in a men’s nest • 

Or thy bright face above die monkeries 
Of the black habit of the Itarnabites 
Is it so deal to thee ? ’ And I’go said, 

‘ Nowise since I have suffered at the hands 
Ol’jariests too many things to lo\e their dress, 
but I abide as it was laid on me.’ 

And Garibaldi said, ‘ I lay on thee 
Another rule, another uniform ; 

Will thou reeene it?’ And he said, ‘ With joy, 
Whatever shall thy hand inquire of me, 

Whatever shall thy hand impose on me, 

Shall be to me a law, as at the hand 
Of God and of my country, sweet, if stern.’ 

Ajid Garibaldi said,“I base not much 
Of worldly goods; but I have some to spare, 
Since I have shirts of scarlet two, not one ; 

Both are the worse for wear, but they wqll hold ; 
Thou shalt have one, and wear it for my sake, 
Whb wore it first; and thou shalt leave the black 
Garb of the priesthood wliich I most abhor, 
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And all my soldiers hate the sight of it, 

And will more gladly hear thee, if thou come 
In their own colours in the midst of them ' 

And (ago Bassi answered, ‘ Yen, so far 
My heart goes with thee : and from thee to me 
Such gift were glory of investiture- 
But yet I cannot cart ) at his of death, 

Whose mission is for saving help alone 
In need ; nor can I leave the crucifix, 

The only weapon which hath heretofore 

Gone with me through all storms of blood and-fire, 

And which must be my armour to the last,' 

And Garibaldi, musing, answued, ‘Mine 
Is a bright colour for a battle-mark, 

And a gay show upon the open hills. 

Or in the streets of cities; but the fire 
Of life burns in it to mlenser flame. 

It is not for the splendid sun alone, 

Nor for the trumpets and the horses’ feet, 

And all the bells outrmging, till the dome 
Of the blue sky seem one Campanula : 

It lias a thought of other hours with it. 

Christ wore it when He wore the crown of thorns, 
When first He took His kingdom from their hands ; 
And the bright maiden wore it to her death, 

Whose knife avenged Humanity and France. 
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Who wears has chosen; and whoso weareth it 
Must w'ear it to the perilous posts of fate. 
Rejoice with me to-day, for it may be 
Some day that thou wilt suffer for me too.’ 
And Ugo said, ‘Then will 1 more rcjone.’ 

And with his own hands Gaiibaldi put 
His scarlet mantle on Ivan, and he threw 
About his neck the slender siher chain 
On which he carried still the crucifix. 

And in such guise the golden-gleaming hair, 
And the inspiring. e>es and tender brows 
Shone glorious, and it seemed an angel went 
Among us; and lor ever afterwards 
Did Ugo Bass: wear the scarlet vest. 

In hurried marches Oaribaldi crossed 
Hither and thither, on whatever side 
The enemy was threatening, keeping clear 
The Roman country; and from place to place 
Passed Ugo with him, not as priest alone, 

But, though unarmed, as a chief officer— 

The orderly who from the General’s side 
Carried his messages to every point 
Of peril, and who bore by word of moutli 
The call from one to another through the field. 
An<4 for this service Gafibaldi gave 
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Tiic fleetest and most fiery of his steeds 
To be h'is own—Ferina; and the horse 
Any} rider were the noblest in the camp. 

And m those days, the height of the spring-nd- 
The voice of Ugo Bassi was a voice 
Which any man once hearing could not rest 
Till he had heard again, and which, on days 
When he was preaching, drew beside the tents 
The scattered dwellers ol the forest lands 
In thousands, ignorant of why they came. 
Longing and listening, passionately thrilled 
As rf by music of another world. 

The wild, fierce legionaries, with no law 
But Ciaribaldi’s, round him tevercntly 
Knelt, for the first time praying, till his word 
.Subdued them to some likeness of himself, 

And all the camp became a House of God. 

Once of himself, about this time, he.spoke 
These words upon the freeing of his soul 
From all the bondage of its early yoke: 

‘ Now have I found obedience that is joy, 

Not pain, not conflict of the heart and mind, 
But harmony of human souls with God. 

Some law there needs he, other than the law 
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Of our own wills; happy is he w ho finds 
A law wherein Ins spirit is left fiee. 
yeretofore had I often need to bend 
The manhood in me to a childish law, 

And, breaking my own will, broke dud's will too. 
Yea, I have borne hungei, and cold, and pain, 
Submissively, as at theJiand of dod, 

And put off my own will, and uttered speech, 

Or kept long silence when my heart was full, 

And stayed, or gone whither I would not go, 
Seeing no reason, much less asking it. 

Hut now no more 1 will not bend again 
My spirit to a yoke that is not Christ's; 

A law that is not of the public voice, 

Sacred as Cod's \oi< c in the midst of us, 

Approved by consi mine, tiled In wisdom, used 
By rulers royal in then natures light ,- - 
But law of man to man, without consent 
Of reason or of justii e, and which sets 
The smallest tyrant in the place of Cod, 

Yea, oftentimes the weak above the strung. 

* The Word of Cod henceforth shall be enough 

# 

For me to live by, therefore I renounce 
* 'This priesthood, which has well performed its part, 
I folding the lantcfn df the Word of God 
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Tlnrough the dark places ot dark ages past; 

Tiut now gives place unto the higher law 
Of Hod the Father, and all men 11 is sons, 
Without, the priest between. Thou hast not left 
Thyself, O (lod, without Thy witnesses! 

Thy highest aie upon the earth to-day, 

Tfiy Prophet and Thv Swldicr. 1 obey 
Hun of the sorrowful daik eyes, whose smile 
Is as the lightning opening up the heavens; 

And him whose voiee above the battle-charge 
Rings clearer than the silver trumpets blown 
At Faster. Yet, obeving them, I v leld 
No further tl^an Thy law w ithin m\ heart 
Consents to it: and vet I do not fsai 
Strile m this semi e, nor a bmken bond. 

‘Yet let mu am think, be* a use 1 part 
Myself for ever front the bonds wha h priests 
Have fashioned tor out souls fur centuries, 

It is for any pleasure of the wofld, 

Or softness of the flesh renounced before, 

Or solace of an unknown tenderness. 

I do not claim life’s sweetness, but 1 claim 
Fife's liberty, the birthright of a man 
If 1 withdraw, it is not now to seek 
Aught that could make hie dearer to in) self. 
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I have not i«tssed so mayy years of life, 
Uncomforted of earthly joys, to need ’ 

Suctj comfort now. Art thou not mine, 0 Lord ? 
1 do not think that I shall find a friend 
More tender than the One that 1 lave found ; 

If He stay by me, 1 desire no moie.’ 

Once more the Holy Mai \va-, on the lips 
Of all Italian people ; and am e more 
J he hearts of all the nation throbbed with hope 
Together, and with an exulting sense 
Of one whole year of Italy achieved. 

King and Republic on the Lombard plains 
Made ready to receive the shot k oik e moie 
Of Austria's armies, and one hfolheihuod 
Ran through them all, and knitted them in one. 

In Rome we waited m a breathless pause 
Lor the first tiding, hum the battle-field. 

It came, it came, Novara ’—all at once 
The thundercloud burst on us overhead, 

And the stroke fell, and Italy was lost, 

And we had nothing left us hut despair. 

• 

Out of all Italy there now remained 
Rome, Venice, and Bologna: we began 
Io s<;e that crown which*had Ixien promised us 
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Was such a crown as death-struck brows might \uat. 
v\nd that the time was past for any hymns 
But^such as might ire sung in Passion Week. 

But he who was among us did not lose 
'Fhc sweet calm smile, the deathless eyes divine 
That shone the more unwavering as the gloom 
Grew deeper; and throughout the length and breadth 
Of Italy, now fallen, he sent forth 
This Proclamation: ‘Fellow-countrymen' 

—Piedmont betrayed, and Genoa fallen,—all 
The soil of Italy given up again 
To tyrants or to strangers,—still the life, 

The true life, of our Italy, in Rome 
(lathers itself. Pet Rome then be the heart 
01 Italy; and !>a<k horn hes shall How 
The vital energy, the In mg warmth, 

Through all the scattered membeis of our race ; 

And so the name of this fresh Rome of ours, 

The Rome of the Republic, shall be blessed. 

‘To bombard, Genoese, and Tuscan, all 
Our brothers m one country and one faith, 

A mother's arms are o]>ened here by Rome. 

Here may the soldier find a camp, and here 
The unarmed may find shelter m our walls. 



VGO BA SSI 187 

V 

For us is nothing altered Strong in faith 
In God and in the People, we remain 
Imyiovable, and still inviolate 
Uphold that banner we are bound unto. 

Koine is the home of things eternal. He 
Then this Republic an eternal thing, 

For the salvation of our Italy, 

Which now for inspiration looks alone 
To Rome. Here solemnly do we declare 
That this Republic, the asylum now, 

1 iTe bulwark of Italian labeity, 

Will never yield, and ne\ei compromise. 

Witness, ye Romans, m the Name of God 
And of the People, the Triuimirs swear 
Their country shall be saved " 

(Yen, s,i\ed b) lire 
The soul of it was for the after-da) s. 

But they who swore it did not "Save themselves.) 

.Suddenly rumours, vague and strange, arose 
Of a French army landing on uur coast; 

And with vague doubts, 1 Is it as friends or foes ?' 

But he who ruled us said, ‘ U t us not wrong 
A noble nation by so base a thought. 

That they in fare of God and man should break 
All faith, all honour, ancf should fall on us 
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Without a word rather let us believe 
They corhc as brothers in our hour of need.’ 

But there was none could shake the shadow off. 

* • 

That flew as if with moaning of the wind. 

It was the end of April, the last day 
But one ; and in the morning enteied in 
A stranger band of warriors through our gates. 

* Five hundred of the flower of Lombard youth, 

Of noble lineage, and heroic proof— 

The Bersagheri, with their floating lengths 
Of black plumes, and their dark-green uniform. 
Enrico and Emilio Dandolo, 

T he brothers,--Mom-uni,— and their chief, 

Lucian Manara, foremost. They had come, 

Having defended Milan to the last, 

After the fall of Lombardy, to find 
A grave in Rome. ‘‘For you have need,’ they said, 
‘Of every soldier you can muster now. 

The French are on you. Hardly could we make; 
Our way in arms to you across the lines 
Of Oudinot, who holds the shore and forts, 

And kept us back from landing. We have marched 
Here from Civita Vecchia, but obtained 
A passage only through the terms we bring, 
Proposing to you .—To surrender Rome 
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Into the hands of the french General, 

Who will be by to-morrow at your gates, 

(Atjd guarantees the interests of all, 

A moderate and judicious liberty 

Under the flag of the French Government;—) 

Or failing free and peaceable consent, 

Be ready to submit to higi perforce. 

—We are at your disposal to the death.’ 

And travel-worn, and toil-worn from their strife 
B) ! sea and land, this young and noble band 

' m 

Of her defenders through the streets of Rome 
l’assed, with acclaiming of the multitudes. 

And the Assembly met in haste, to frame 
An answer to the summons, and resolved 
That to no foreign force should Rome submit, 

But should defend herself, and* hold her own. 

A ct some there were who wavered, and who said. 
‘It is in vain. Ter overwhelming force 
Let as submit in time : we must at last. 

Where have we arms enough for our defence ? ’ 
Whc/con Ma/.zim answered, ‘ I have faith 
In Rome. It seems to me, I understand 
This Roman people better than yourselves. 

I^t ijs now summon all bur legions here 
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Before the Palace, and here, proffer them 

The question, Peace or War?’ And from the ranks 

One universal shout of War 1 arose, 

A'.id drowned ail timid counsels and weak doubts. 

And tor the rest, Max/mi m his heart 
Held his own counsel: for he after said, 

‘Well did I know that Victory for tis 
'Was equally impossible without 
Our ramparts or within them. But I knew, 
Therefore, that since it was our fate to fall, 

It was our duty, for the future’s sake. 

Tor us to turn on Italy from Rome 
Our last look lojal,—“ Morituri tc 
Siiluhiut' So the doom oi Rome was scaled. 

All Rome was turned into a camp that day; 

In haste and tumult-for her own defence. 

All day incessantly the Romans worked 
Upon the walls, the gates, the balricades; 

The batteries were strengthened, and the charge 
Paid in the cannon ; all along the ridge 
Of Monte Mario with the cypress-groves, 

The bastions were repaired and fortified, 

And the battalions of the guard encamped. 

All the vast square of the Ifasilica, 
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Saint Peter’s, with its pillared <-olonnadcs, 

Was turned into a camp; and open stood 
Porta,Angelica; while through it pressed 
The clamorous streams of peasants, with they drovds 
Of sheep and oxen, and their loaded wains; 

And breathlessly, amid the martial stir, 

The people waited for a grunt event. 

1 he sun was going down, when suddenly 
Along the da/rfmg streets a < i) arose 
01 'garibaldi! Garibaldi'’--There 

\Wis the mysterious hero, come to us 
l nsummoned, and unknowing of our need, 

Put sent by God to us, upon the eve 
Of battle. Alter him, his legions < ame ; 

Put slowly, slowly, through the multitudes 
I hat swaged in wildest well nine round his path, 

And made the air a waving wind'of joy, 

As if th’ Archangel Michael from the clouds 
Ha<j lighted, # to the sficcour of the great 
beleaguered nty. While amidst them all, 

He with deep eyes, silent and resolute, 

Rode slowly up the steep of golden sand 
lo San Pietro in Montorio. 

And .who was tins came riding after him 



On*ihe white battle-horse?, As he passed by, 

With the monk’s garment gone, and the unshorn luir 
Floatjng, and the starry, raptuic-hghted eyes 

# 

Among the Romans, I myself drew hack, 

At first amazed, and thought I had not seen 
A manhood so majestic yet on earth. 

Hut when his eyes fell on-me, and he said, 

‘Antonio,’ then I knew the tender voice 

Was still the same, and would not change for me. 

They held a bivouac in St. Peter’s Place. 

All night the watch-fires blazed, and torches flared, 
And sound of hammers and of hurrying feet 
Through Rome resounded ; with the dawning came 
A lull, and we were ready. Dull and grey 
That morning of the thirtieth April bioke. 

It was one hour before the stroke of noon 
Suddenly all the palaces were shaken 
By one reverberating clap of sound ; 

A startled cry from every house in Rome 
Broke, and was lost amid the gathering roar; 

The great Ixdl from the Capitol tolled out 
Above it, and from Mount Citorio 
The tocsin, silent for three hundred years, 

Pealed to the battle; and their voices rolled 
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Into the thunder of the cannonade, 

And the sharp volleys of the musketeers. 

I'rom, ever) casement all along the street 
The heads of women leant: from ever) door, 
burgher and noble, priest and artisan, 

Rushed to the walls; and, with the first shot (lied, 

A thrill of deathless passion’ran through Rome. 

Around the base of Mount Janieulum 

hies the stone girdle of the Roman wall, 

Porta ('avalleggieri to the right, 

And Porta San Panera/io to the left, 

As you look downwards. Towards these gates advanced 

'live 1'ieni'h to the attack ; but as they nc.ued 

Porta ('avnllcggieii their left wing 

lhvided, and the outermost passed iniind 

The salient angle of the Vatu an, 

Ihreeted on the (late Angela a, 

M hile, for a mile outside the < it) walls. 

The gardens <jf the Villa Pamphili 

And skirting vineyards of the road were held 

l!y (laribaldi. Here the first sluxk <ame, 

In the o|X‘ii ground. J>own, with the bav.onels, 

He and his soldiers rushed u[xin the foe; 

And dark and terrible the warn loads dosed 
* t 
(her thsi dcsjterate combat, hand to hand 
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The Tigers, as men named them in those days, t 

(hf Monte Video, and the African 

Lions \sere matched, and locked in furious strife-. 

All in and out among the trodden Mires, 

The cypress avenues and lovely lawns 
OlKhe Doria hardens, did this first light rage. 
Watched by the Romans from the heights above, 
With (laribaldi in the midst of it, 

And the white horse of L'go galloping 
From one to another of the scattered troops, 

With orders from the (lenernl, till m midst 
Of the balls showering, horse and lidc'r fell , 

The horse shot dead, but the bold messenger 
Unharmed, who still on foot across the field 
Made wa\, intent on serving such as lay 
Dying or wounded, libbed and flowed the tide 
Of victory; somctmYcs the ground was gamed 
by the assailants, sometimes forced from them. 
But when at last the firing ceased, the French 
Were in retreat, and in our hands had left 
Nearly three hundred prisoners. 

In meantime 

The left attacking columns had made way, 
Sheltered by walls of villas, and by vines, 
Unnoticed almost to the very walls 



J!ip at the very mo merit when the sun 
hirst flashed upon their arms, the Roman fire 
Ojuned m front upon them, all along 
I he terrace garden , of the \ atu an , 

While in then real, from Monte Maim 
< >ur cannon thundeied ; and Saint Angelo 
Ret loose its lightnings oA them all at nine. 
The\, o\ emumbcred. ha filed, and mowed down 
Held tjieir ground brauW, hut at last tetiied, 

1 hsordered, to the <o\ert o! the uno, 

Aryl sought a passage of ti treat to |om 
I'ltC tight again. Thus on the left and right 
Were tiles lepuhed Tin n (Hnlinot, to lose 
*\o further time, brought forward all Ins tloops 
Again to the Inst position, reinforced 
1 !\ flesh hattaltcms. Thai began again 
1 hat Hattie of the Harden • for four hours 
I he mortal combat on whose issue hung 
Rome, ragei.l with fury, and with equal < ham e. 
Rut (lanbaldi m the midst was there, 

Erect on horseback, \^ith his streaming hair, 
bronze like a statue's, and the eyes that ruled 
The fortunes of the field. Mas it those; eges 
That turned the trembling scales for us at last ? 
For after desperate fighting we remained 
Masters; and on all sides the French fell track 
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In full retreat, and leavingjn our hands, 

1'heir dead and wounded, and five hundred men 
Prisoners. Our virtorv was complete that da\. 

Tire triumph and the joy of Rome that night 
All ran lememhei who were hrtind m hen 
The whole wide city was'ht up with hie 
Of coloured lamps, and all her people streamed 
With songs and glorious music through her streets. 
Or to the open churches, thanking Clod. 

lint one alone was missing. logo came 
Not homewards with the fighters pom the held. 

Nor was them am tra< e of him, and none 

Oould tell where he had v umlied. Ills dt ad horse 

Lay on the lull side, hut no l go lay 

Among the fallen; (htnluhh said 

That he had missed him aftci the lirst light, 

And no one since had seen him. hear and gloom 
Amid the glare of victory fell oft me, 

And (larihakh would not rest that night, 

Rut went on seeking for him 

All night long. 

Through the rich moonlight that brought in the May, 
l wandered in a wild and ceaseless quest 
About the maze of those enchanted bowers 
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Amlgrassv glades of Villa Panij)hib ; 

1 hrough the great avenues of cut given 
Oak*, past the giant shadow of the pines, 

Out on to the white lawns and glittering llow 
()t waterfalls and fountains Miles ot gieen 
Streti hed shadowy in the moonlight: mat hie lotnis 
stood dear among them, tallied in glistening light 
I he flowers wete folded, waiting tor the I mist 
Of the ,\Ia\ morning. Upon e\eiy I train h 

I he nightingales weie imgmg out the night, 

♦ 

L'nljgedful of the silent. busy foim| 

I hat gathe'ied totind the dead tin litm.il . 
Unheedful ol tom bougta and ti.unpled turt 
Vnd hi ood besprinkled hed-, ol lilies, when: 

Some l.i\ m llieir last sleep, On every side 1 
Were strewn the signs of that day s ravages. 

I lookeel into the !a< e of everv one 

That lay there silent, I found friend and toe 

Rigid together under the bright moon, 

\iiitng the' Utilised ,'md dvmg i m laniens ; 

And mv heait trembled before every one, 

Rut still 1 found not Ugo and as day 
Came on, 1 still pursued the fruitless? smut) 
from here to Rome, and asked from ever) one 
Some news in vain . till in the afternoon, 

1 found ni) self within Saint Ram ras gate, 
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And faint and wretched siytk upon a bench 

I 

'Amid [he stream of passers; and my head 
Dropped in my hands. 

I heard the mail}' feet 
Go by me, in a dream, a drear} dream 
From which I < ould not wake; I heard the voice 
Of many a riti/en soundit lose to me, 

With triumph in its tone ; -when stiddenU 
Among the steps and veins came one step 
Straight onward, and I knew it. and looked up. 
And there before me, the fai-secing ewes 
And the commanding foim of l : g" parsed. 

A little worn and weary, a^id with dust 
\nd tear of travel. But I would not speak . 

Only my face caught his face, and he stopped , 
And said ama/ed, 'Antonio, what in this 1 
Am I a ghost that you should look so seated 3 
What has come to'you ?’ But when I at last 
Had told inv tale, and how not 1 alone, 

But Ganhalch, suffered in suspense, 
lie took me also on his w,tj to him 
At San Pietro in Montorio, 

And told me all the stop as we went. 

For in the first tierce conflict, he was dost 
To one of our own soldiers, mortally 
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Wounded, and dying; whom within his arms 
He held, and listened to the last faint sol 
Of Ijis confession, when the hugle-call 
Sounded retreat, and m the \arying tide 
Of the day’s fortune out side was compelled 
d'o yield the ground. Ml fell awav at om e ; 

Hut Ugo. kneeling, would, nut loose the t hisj> . 

( >1 the cold lingers tli.u still i lung to his. 

Noi, while the dealh-lihn gatheied o'ei the e\es, 

Hid the bright Msion ol Ins as]its I |uss 

•\"a\ aho\e them. As the l'icin h lushed on, 

9 ' 

1’ 11 nous, to take the long < outisited spot, 

I he) found that one Uipmned lylight i nenn, 

U hom they smrounded, and the dying man 
Breathed his last sigh upon the shellciing hieast, 
Untouched ol them; hut loughly, m then rage, 

1 hey handled Ugo, and were hardly held 
1’) their commander from destroying him. 

And he, their prisoner, marched with them that day 
hey fifteen miles’ rc4re.it along the road ; 

N’or did they treat him well, for no one ga\e 
Him food or drink, and all the night lie lay 
M ithout a i loak oi shelter, on the glass, 

Heavy with dew ; hut at midday was brought 
I’d the head-quarters, where the (leneral 
Delivered to turn letters, graying terms 
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Of armistice, to the Triumvirate; 

And set him free to carry them to Rome: 

But bound him by a promise to return 
If these should be refused. So Ugo iame 
On foot again to Rome, fatigued but safe. 

And to the heads of the Republic took 
Ilk. message. 

but they .sent turn back, because 
They would not grant the terms. Nevertheless 
An armistice on other grounds was made, 

And truce pro< luimed between the camps, and e.n 
Retained its own position, far a pa 1 1 : 

And einojs between Rome and Rails passed . 

And hopes weie entertained of happy peace 
Between the two Republics. Oudinot 
Sent Ugo Bwssi back to us next day 
In token of good-will. And on our side, 

Maggim, who could never vet believe 
That others were less noble than himself, 

Set unconditional]} free the whole 

Ol our five bundled prisoners, who had been 

< 

Treated with every honour as our guests. 

And ere we parted from them, solemn prayers 

% 

They joined in at Saint Peter’s, offered up 
For them, and for ourselves, and for the whole 
Fraternity of Peoples; and by throngs 
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Of the lejuinng peoplcyo tlie gates 
Were led and,were saluted m farewell. 

At that time it was often talked altout 
In hot debate, that, on the First of May, 

If Garibaldi had not been withheld 
!!y the Triumvirate, he v»«ould Fare gone 
Straight in pursuit of the disordered foe, 

And would have hemmed them m in their retreat, 
And have destroved them, < lit off trom the sea : 

t 

And Koine would have been saved. I cannot tell 
W isdoin is easy after the event. 

Ten thousand, av, ten million, eves are sliaip 
»\s needles, to pie k holes in deeds performed, 

Fin the one eye of eagle that can liiaik 
The moment's action, and strike straight at it. 

T he military hospitals, for those 
Who had Ix'en wounded, whether friend or foe, 

Were tended In life noblest hands in Koine. 

• • 

And I'go daily mini.luxd in them, 

I being under him : — and I, likewise, 

Was now apjiointed to a special post 
Of service with the ambulance, in case 
Of further fighting. On one eve I went, 

Bearjng a message from’the hospital 
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To the head quarters of the cavalry 
On Mount Janiculum ; and there I .found 
Ugo, with < garibaldi. All the doois 
Of the great Convent were set open wide, 

And in the < loisters were the horses ranged . 

And the wild soldiers tilled the rambling courts, 
Air,! noisily pmsucd their spoils around 
The sacred Temple of the < ins. Hilt out 
Upon the quiet teir.n e of the < hiireh. 

Red in the sunset, walked those two apait . 

All Rome beneath them . and bevond U tin. 

The plain ot Hooded light up to tile 1 bound 
Of the enmsoii lulls . and overhead a sh\ 

1'hat glowed with e\ei\ glois ot the i else, 

And held the earth within it, as it weie. 

All glorious together Ugo said 
1 This lull is sacied that we stand upon. 

For ns Saint’s sake. Can we but think of him ?’ 
‘ No,' (iaribakh said, ‘ 1 am no priest : 

And do not overmen h admire the Saints.’ 

And Ugo spoke again ' 1 ein hut think 

Of one who was most happ\, standing here 

This is his city , his basilica 

Lies at our feet ; and all the praters of the world 

Draw thither in a ceaseless pilgrimage; 

And whoso once stands u. it cannot loose 
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its shadow fiom ins sotjl. 1 >k! he not here 

i 

Conquer this <iity, \\hi< h had eonqueied eaith. 

I'oJre his Master's ? Is theie am plate 
\iOtmd Us, hut lie lust did t olf% < late 
To the new kingdom? One may sweep away 
11 is throne ; hut < aimot sweep the spirit ol Inm 
I mm the air of Rome : - Jail what was this to In in 
Hue? Was time any tin up, m earth hi heaven 
I hat (ould eome nigh him on this last steep height, 
lint the one in\ too great lor heait to hear, — 
hut the One luit e so soon to see again ? ’ 


. l’hey turned into tin < hurt h, and I with them ; 
I'lie pieat and gloom \ i hurc h was d.nk and cold , 
I he pu lures of the Passion on the walls 
Made one feel glad that one was not a Saint 
The altar piece ol heter < ru< died 
has happily hut little to he seen, 

Hut Oaribajdi walked with Ugo still, 

Conversing. up and down the shadowv aisles, 
l ntrouhled, until Ugo drew him elose 
l o the high altar, and at foot of it 
Showed him a hare flat stone, and said to him : 

‘ Merc let thy feet fall softly. Dost thou know 
Who^e grave this is, without a cross or name?’ 
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1 No,' (iaribalui said, 1 1,do not know 
' )f any giavc. lVrhaps another S.unt 3 ’ 

1 ‘ Nay,' answered Ugo, ‘ not of priests and [rope-,. 
They who delivered her ovei to her doom 
For the price of liftv thousand golden i rowns. 
lMt of the number of the innot ent souls, 

Those that were slain, whom (lod beholds m heaven 
Under the altar cry mg still to Him, 

And lias not sent an answer vet to caith 
Vet shall this stone not keep Ills e.ns fiuin hel, 

Who lies beneath it for two luimlied ve.iis. 

The Roman Re.Ui| e, Inn h d hole 

Without a priest, or [travel, and left alone 

In death. What motif eould am do fn her 3 

The first soft touch that ever came to her 

Was here, where hands, that could not spare nor save 

Strewed her with violets from head to foot, 

And laid the heavy stone to keep her safe 
From an) harm of hateful hum,In hand 

1 It seems to me, if any one to-day 
Could lift it up, that we should see her there, 

Without a shadow of change from then till now. 

She is lying there with that same face we know; 

The young limbs lovely, and the child's blight head 
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Have not had time to lose their deep delight, 
Lying where gone tan tear them from their rest. 
IV sweet lips keep their last look infantile ; , 
l'he young and sleepless e\es aie shut at last , 
I'll’ untwisted golden hail falls o\e! hel , 

The,soft hands me midi (I tike a < Inld’s that lies 
beside its mothci ; jmi um hardly sec 
W hether she breathes or not, she lies so still, 
it there he any violent bruise or streak, 
l'he shadow ot the violets smooths it down. 


‘If so, indeed, sht' stay beneath our feet, - 
#And I myself i an almost feel her pcaec 
Annual me m .tin- still and s.u led an,— 

It wise but little of a mira< In, 

I'or the miiaele that kept the llotur of het soul 
Mono m the Unspeakable alass, 

Strongei than adamant, soiiet tIran the spring, 
beyene and sinning' and ineffable, 

A lily steeped in crimson by the rush 
Of the wings of dawn, star-clear within itself, 

1 reinfihng with tenderness to every loin h, 

» 

•bo that her lips smiled once before she died, 
With consolation to the hearts that broke 
Only,with looking on hef,—smiled, and said. 
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“Let me not grieve you |mt thank Coil for me 
That now my life is over.”’ ... „ 

, Now arrived 

At Rome the news that sounded like a knell,— 
Rom. :u fallen at'tei a detente 
Heroic to the last, hut of despair, 

ShMuas delivered up into the hands 
Of Central Conihowski, kneftvn fiom all 

* 

The other Austrian generals ot that da\ 

By a pre-eminence of evil fame. 

And such tales eame to us as nude the Blood 
Boil m our veins, of shameful violence dom., 
Rapine and devastation, lire and sword, 

And Brutal insolence of fort e that flung 
Mocking and shame at those it trampled on 

And unavailing passion rent the heart 
Of Rome: But I’go’s heart was lent with loss 
Of his own city , and he could not rest 
For thinking of her: and his e\fc> Began 
To take a sadder shadow than their wont. 

While there was truce between the French and 
The army of the king of Naples moved 
Within our borders, and possessed themselves 
Of all the open country, arid encamped 
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in fortified Wlletri, whetjee they held 
A post of menatc for us hum the South. 
I'liend'ore the Roman at my was sent forth 
Against them, (laribaldi led the wa\, 

With I'go B.tssi ndmg In his Side, 

I lis officer of onlunnum g Hoi "Ian 
His hoise was shot, had ( rttiibjldi gnen 
Another to him). Rut 1 had besought 
Of L’eo Rassi, and almost with teats, 

That he would take me with him : for I said, 

‘O fluster, it was terrible, that day 

When none could find thee; ami thou gocst now 

Into fresh perils, ami who knows what fate?’ 

Wut he made answer, ' None may go with us, 

Rut siu h as are n< < ustomed to the man h. 

(lod's hand is met thee and me alike, 

Whether we go 01 stay lull stii) thou heie, 

And tend my sk k for me while I am gone.' 

And they through many toils and dangers passed 
l |» to Mellon, and a battle there 
Was fought, and all the army of the king 
Was beaten back, and tied ; and they retook 
Vellctri; and returned in triumph home, 

And safe , and on the Twenty-fourth of May 
Re* entered Rome amid wild cries of joy. 

But Wgo had been wounded in the foot, 



Though slightly, galloping across the line 
' Of the enemy’s fire, to hurry tip the troops 
Commanded by Manar.i to the fiont. 

Neaily were articles of peace, and terms 
Of honourable concord, signed between 
Ffcsseps, the Envoy and the Triumvirs; 

When counter-orders came to Oudinot, 

Who suddenly, upon the First of June 
broke off negotiations, and thus wrote : 

‘My orders will admit of no delay. 

I am to enter Rome ; whether bv force 
Or by free-will, it is for you to < house. 

We give urn till the morning of the Fourth , 
Within that time surrender if jou will - 
If not, I take it by assault at once ’ 

Hardly was any answer deigned to this 
Last summons , but the Romans, voting and 
Flocked to the walls and batteries, and vvorkc 
With a redoubled spirit. And m front 
Ever was Ciceruacchio, with the band 
Of workmen volunteers, who followed him 
As pioneers and sappers ; and the strong 
Arms, and the deep and ever-mirthful voire 
Of that one man alone did work enough 
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In any day for six days common Inro. 

• ' • 

The Fourth \yas Monday : and upon the night 

the Second, many of us said, We will 

Rest on the morrow, and ic]oiee once more. 

• 

After tins Sahhath shall we sleep again? 

Hut this was not to In; for on the night 
Between the Second and the Third, when we, 
Relying on our adversity's wool, 

Believed we had another day to spate, 

Tne army of the Trena il moved silently 

• 

From its position, and advanced on us, 

And through the daihnevs readied om outer works; 
And glided silently hetruen the line. 

Of myrtle hedges that there mark the wav 
And came upon our sentinel, who tried 
‘ Who goes there and the answer was returned, 
‘Viva ritalia 1 ’ -so the first passed m 
Without alarm , and with a poniard-thrust 

1 he sentinel lax quiet at Ins post. 

• • 

\nd following them, the <olumn rushed inside, 
Killing and taking prisoners on their way 
I lie Unprepared and scattered men at arms; 

And swiftly, silently and suddenly 
Taking possession thus of all our posts 
Outside the walls. the Ahlla Bamphih, 
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The Villas Yalentim, Corstnt 
1 >nly remained the one nearest the gates, 

\ ilia Vase olio. While, at the same time, 
i heir left had rnareh< d on Monte Mario, 

And also in the darkness had surprised 
The unsospeetmg guards, and seized the wotks 
Ofthe defence, the hough's that overlooked 
The city, and had turned them on ourselves. 

Such of the guards as were not overpowered, 
Rushed to the gate of San Pancra/.to, crying, 

‘To arms I To armsand from the ramparts there 
The cannon opened file upon the posts 
Carried by the besiegers; and the French 
Close by poured m a furious fusillade 
And at the sound the drums began to heat, 

And with a gathering dang the hells joined m. - 
In the uncertain glimmci of the dawn 
W as Rome awaked to find her outposts won 
By treachery. 


[ 1 he account of the taking of Rome by .iss.auit and Itombardment, 
and its heroic defence, can Ik? found in several other flood. 1( 
was therefore left to the Inst }>y the Author, who is now overtaken 
by illness, and forced to relinquish lur work.] * 
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• Then (laribaldi gatheied .ill Ins tloops 
.•Mound him, in Saint l’etci's Place, and '.ml 
■ My pi. ice is lieie no longer. Rome has fallen 
She lus forbidden us to mi ike again 
h'or her defence. I ilfnot stay to sic 
l’he foreign arim pass along her sheets 
Victorious Still, against the foreigner 
Shall never struggle cease in Italy, 

While I can live lor her. 1 go to hear 
I lei list seMstarue through the provinces, 
t lod helping us alone Ulioryei wills 
• i O follow Ilk', I u ill no ei\e to day 
Nothing 1 ask hum them to make them mine, 

Rut love loi ltnh and l.uth m lie; 

1 hey will have ncithei p.n nor test with im . 
hut hi cad and water, — if \m have the <h.une 
To find so much I cannot promise them 
i'licn a grave , ilot'hing is sure but death 
Whoever is not satisfied with tins 
Had better come no further Every step 
Will fx' a step towards death, when once the gate 
(if Rome have <loscd behind us. Who will < oine - 1 
Meet me at .six o'< hx k this evening, here 


2 11 
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These are the words that Garibaldi wrote 
la dit; aftei wards, remembering this dajs 
' hour thousand men on foot, nine hundred horse. 
Raided theinseh. s omnd me And the first who earn, 
d'o join themsehes to me, that limn, were these , 

Anita, t In cruan luo ami his sons, 

And the saint, Ugn Basst, who .is[i,tied 

To martyrdom. The lest m older i nine 

( 

Towards evening, by the gate ot dhtoh, 

1 quitted Rome. My lie.ait was sad as death.’ 

And the same Imm the 1 ’em It eanie into Rome. 
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And now, when Vgo liassi would depait 
With (laribaldi, 1 aetam besought 
That lie would take me with him , and he said, 
' I will not say thee Nay tins time Who wills, 
May follow now Come, limn art one of us , 
l lieie will not lie too main on this man h.’ 

N> with the lest I went, <arr\ing with me 
Idle musket that was p\oi me, when i look 
My turn upon the wails ot Koine We left 
Hy different gates, having lor meeting place 
spot aljput foui'miles outside the walls 
I by the gate of Saint Sebastian passed 
Along the Appian Way Idle night was warm ; 
I hc moonlight and the shadows of the tombs 
.'hequered the ground in silver and in hla< k , 
The yellow b' iru , ot llie ivv hung, 

A htfeiii d w'lh dm I above the lo.ldslde wall. 
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After two miles we halted by the church, 

Where Peter met our Lord upon tin; road, 

And.said to him, ‘Quo \aclis, Poininc 3 ' 

And there we waited for another band 
behind Us still we heard, or seemed to heat, 

The stu of Rome, though now, for the fust time 
hot many months, no guns distuibed the night. 
Behind us rose the shadow of the lulls. 

—We felt the gates were passe el, and newer more 
Should any one of us re-enter Rome. 

Here were we joined by olheis; and by trains 
Of ammunition, strings ot loaded mules, 

And waggons; and the companies weie formed 
In order: Ugo Bassi was with m. 

It was near midnight when the word aimed 
To start afresh. The moon was at the full, 

So that there was no need of other light. 

There in the moonlight, in the midst of us, 

When all of us were read), he s.ood out. 

And said, ‘ Will any now go back to Rome ? 

The way Is plain ; the gates are open still; 

There is yet time.’ But no one answered him. 
And all of us stood still, regarding him : 

For as he stood, a look came over him, 

Which, as we ga/cd, seemed to us that he saw 
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Another coming , aru^ mhiic oiliei ejes 

» 

Were meet mg his; and slow and sure the feet 
Ihisandalled drew tow aids him, and there c.ymc* 
The lustling of a garment white and long 
Appioac hing—and the two were fate to fare, 
And l'go's \one was passionately near. 

‘O Lord, the same this night that long ago, 
Here; in the moonlight, m the midnight came' 
So that Thy \eiy footprint still is left 
I’pon the stones, and we, too, stand and pass 
On the same dusty road between the tombs, 

On to an end wlueh \et we lannot see, 
but m Thy sen u e, and at 1 by < ommand , 

We do not tea: to mat 1 hv face to night 
Without Us smile' '1 lion standest in our midst, 
And all our hearts me ? omloited and c aim 
Keep us Thine own , and keep us in the way 
Thou first hast trodden - we arc going now 
JVhither.wc knotV not; only go with us! 

Thou wilt not set Thy fare to Rome lo-mght, 
Hut out into the wilderness with us. 

He Thou liesidc us, and in all our need 
Suffer us not to fall away from Thee. 

And if at am hour, at any pass 
Of our extremity, our Waits should tail, 
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And 11 ic betrayal tremble to. our lips, 

’{'urn on us '1 by reproachful eyes agrm, 

Whose least s.ul look can strike the falsehood l*u k 
Sharper than many swoids, whose least low word 
Sets the fare steadfast through the thundering storm 
Whose least light tom h can smooth the hats of fire 
Into a bed of roses,- - look on us’ 

U Lord, stay with us, and we ask no more 1 


Then to the left we turned . and made our way 
Across the fields and vmevards, and by lanes, 

To join the others, who had tome from Rome 
l>y l’orta San Giovanni. The night air, 

Laden with jasmine, and magnolia scents, 

Had yet a sulphurous odour above all, 

Though clear; and peace seemed not on all the eaith 
About a mile from the Tiburian road, 

Southwards, we halted, having met and joined 
The others, and the whole five thousand thence 
Set off together, led through the by-ways 
Hy Ciceruacchio; for it was the aim 
Of (ktribaldi to avoid the road, 

Seeing three armies were about our way, 

To track, and sei/e, and crush us. Hut he said: 

‘ We may escape them all, if we but wind 
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,\jnony, tlicni, 1)) the ^»atlis the) least suspect; 

And once amidst the mountains, numbers count* 

1 *ir little.’ So \se stole across the plain. 

hull dark was Hanbaldi's face that night; 

And mounted dose beside him went his wile, 

Anita, with her gluiv of«daik t u- 

That spoke tor her, and held Ins heart in Inis, 

’the beautltul Mowei ol the hVw World that lie 
Had gathered in a garden not his own ; 

Who had lost the world, and lost her soul for love, 

• 

\nd halowed him through ihuni, and field, and lire, 
\nd borne him children, and lud been to him 
1 he angel in the battle and the storm ; 

And now was nigh to healing her fourth child, 
Ha\mg left her little < hildren sale m charge, 

When she came into Koine to sliaie the siege. 

Her lace was saddu than 1 >ct had seen. 

And close by them went l go, at the word 
Qf (larib^ldi, for he said, ‘Thy place 

lie ever nearest me. W’e have not known 

• 

Hath other long , and little have we had 
Of joy together -let us have to-day. 

t 

After, who knows how long our life may last ? 
f would not lose one hour, away from thee.’ 

1 t<t]lowed some \vj) utter, with the rear. 



Next morning we arrived at Tivoli, 

And rested there through the dav'h heat. The d.i, 
OC.( loudless splendour yet remains with me .• 

The l.ilossom-spiay of myrtle hurst and foamed 
All round us, like tire silur foanf .uni spray 
Of da//lmg waters sliding from the heights. 

'l'ne gardens of that l'tradise on Kaith 
Were made for su< h a-' had hot known a < are . 

But among us, the sink and testless awe 
Was brooding, of the future and the past , 

We, fugitives between three armies loosed 
Upon us, soldiers of a flag gone down. 

Digging our own graves where we should lie low 
With our dead hopes, and knowing that our fate*, 
Had seveied us aheudv horn <>ur live' 

At close of day we pasted tiom Tivoli 
To Montieelli . there abode the night : 

And still across the plain we went next day, 
liy rough and narrow roads ; ,‘uid as the day 
Sank, through a little village, thick in vines, 

We laboured, tailed Montana; and in front 
Beheld the great lull break out of the plain, 

Monte Rotondo; we were glad when we 
Reached it, and camped around it for the night. 
Thence for a little way we followed on 
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The Yu Salaru, the old Roman m.ul 

• • 

That leads one Jo Rieti, then strut k off 

To Wft at rose the tounti), le.t\ mg all 

Safe roads and smooth ; and alter font dn\s' toil, 

(her a wilderness u! mountain lands, 
llie wild untrodden head of I la 1 \, 

Arrived at Term, having aU our stole 
Of luggage and of ammunition sale 

.Meanwhile the troops ot Naples, loanee, and Spam, 

I’y every straight load leathng out of Rome 
Had been pursuing us, hut found us not. 

/At I erm, in the shelter of the lulls, 

1 wo <la\s we staved and there nine hundred men. 

1 ’art of the legion i >1 Ament a, 

Joined tompany with us The second nudit 
Me set ofi on c.iui vvandeiings again. 

We took the road live miles below the halls; 

We ^ould ntjt sec them lor the woods between, 

Rut to our ears the far off thunder still 
C ante down the valley, and al one wild turn, 

I he deep sound drew me, and I looked Irchind, 

And all at once, unutterably clear, 

harltff 1 saw a liquid precipice 

Hang tjigh m heaven above the dark green lulls — 
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(ilurious and awful. Passing under dills 
6f limestone, with great caverns in their sides, 

We nested at San Gemini, and them e. • 

« 

A tugge/J road crossing the mountain ridge, 

Brought us to Todi;-there we staved some days 

I tore were we met In secret embassies 
From Tuscany, who {wavedol us lo come 

f 

Into their midst, they being ripe, they said, , 
l or a fresh using, and the people all 
Maddened with indignation as they saw 
The insolent Croats in their City ol Flowers 
Go masters; but the garrisons were weak, 

And might be overpowered by a surprise 

So Garibaldi shifted cuuisc, and made 

Thither, m hope of fortune s fa\ounn| him 

Both of the high-roads into Tuscany 

The Austrians held; the Neapolitans 

Were close behind us, and the I iem h had readied 

And occupied Viterbo on the le’it. 

Tlie gates of the Legations, too, were closed 
By Wimpffen and Gor/.howski, who had marched 
To guard the Apennines: on every side 
The fatal ring of lire encircled us. 

But Garibaldi broke thi'ough it Ik sent 
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I^ht troops of horse Inflow the \ery walls 
• • 

(>1 hostile ga^t isons sm either side, 

!'4>1i eni i .nid \ itc 1 1 hi, m dmw off 
llither.mil thither the pm stung hosts; 

U hile part to northwatd ( rossed the Tibet ne.n 
’ riirnsiinene . and lie himself remained 
At Todi, waiting till lli^y should converge 
low.mis Cetona, where they should await 
llinisell, and then i:i• k off lor the same point 

U e left Inland at Todi all we had 
Siiperllumis, horses, waggons, heavy aims. 

And animunition, and set out again 
1 o our udventuifi . hull li h to lose. 

A hilly hr'dh roaif tor i ightei n miles 
l id us all (.lay by lonely ups and downs; 

U ithout a sound save the innumerable 
Streams of the mountains, falling either side 
1 ovvards the rivers Early in the day 
e (rossed the fiber, and from hour to hour 
horded the waters in then slimmer beds, 
but m the afternoon we found a bridge 
Across a greater user, .and again 
Wither river with another bridge 
•Met us, and Hashing down the valley rolled 
T<j meet the fust; buf we passed farther mi 
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To Orvietu; and at sunset saw 

The city rise before us, walled, an*i set 

Upon the last rock of the lone dicer range * 

' Volcanic, stretf hmg straight across, the plum 
In vertical escarpments, lata bla< k. 

And separated, at the end of all, 

An island at a promonuirvh point, 

The hare steep circuit, with its citadel, 

Eight hundred feet above the washing waves 
Of Paglia round its hasty and < rowded up 

f 

With roofs and turrets to its midmost height, 
Where its Crown Jewel, its Cuomo, stood. 
Hearing aloft its golden western front 
High in the sunset n\ei ail the hind. 

Hut the nest d.n aluim was raised, the Freni h 
Were marching from Yiteibo, and in haste 
We left ; hut fiom the heights we saw the road 
Across the plain to southward hid in clouds 
Of dust, and through the clouds the blueish glint 
Of the advancing columns. Half an hour 
After wc quitted Orvieto, they 
Were in it. This day by the road we went, 

A march of fifteen miles. At first, down hill 
Until we crossed the rivers; then the way 
Ascended to Li Croce. All the land 
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Was lovely : Ur and clear around us lay 
I lie oliv e softened hiIK of Tuscany, 

Ope fresh and fcttile garden evuv side; 

IVipctU.il punk blue inets (lowed and s.iiil; 

Down the green \alle\', meeting now and then 
*In cool dt In ions beds ol learning white ; 

The \ lolet gladiolus in tjie 1 01 n 

Drooped with its glorv ; and the way-sale lose 

blossomed in euiv Iragile < unison < hange ; 

The yellow garland Tower, the melilot, 

Hung its trails ou-i tis tiom bush and brake 
As though we had In > n i onijnetofi As we lose 
11igheis we skilled Ion-Ms ot the oak, 

And glades of glass and loin, but we were tired, 
And ItUngeied, am T fool soi e ; and fell our foes 
beforehand with us ulnthi i we might turn, 

And were um ertei'H wliethei we might meet 
()ur < omrades,; or u hat late the day might bring ; 
And would have- rethn seen some home ly place 
Ot rest, and refug#, and sc< urity, 

■ V 

'Ilian any fairest land-stupe upon earth. 

s> 

That night we reached lac idle: and ne\t day 
On tfie same road ui ni forward without cheek, 
lb evening we had mounted to a ridge 
Parting the torrents to the cast and west, 

And marc heel along its tiiimn t till we reaa !kd 
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Citta della 1’ieve, which we made 
Our next night s halting ]>Ia< e 

From tins wejt It 

The road, and man lied all day across a wild 

I 

And sohlars i ountry to the west. 

At first through forests, then the ground became* 
More broken and more barren,— tracts of mom. 
Brushwood of myitle, heath, and arbutus, 

With here and there a solitary pine ; 

And the wild deer lied from m, and wild birds 
Flew off in flex ks ; but we passed on, until 
The moorland gave its moss and tuif alone 
Unto our feet, and giassv lulls arose 
On every side of us, in strange an at shapes, 

As though they had been fashioned b\ the hands 
Of giants; and a phantom wind arose, 

And moaned through them at evening; and we wound 
Through narrowing defiles, where on either hand 
The walls were hollowed into sepulchres, 

Line alwve line, with awful ancent doors 
For dwellers taller than the ra< e of men 
All desolate and silent, with large rows 
Of letters, carved m some unknown dead tongue 
Still speaking to us a green place of tombs, 

Nor trace of any city, but of one 
Great Nation of the Dead - and farther mi 
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The %nlle> o|>ened out upon a sea 
Of swelling lyllock? and among them rose 
Gteen hills like pyramids, and even one 
Hollowed in chambers and in la by iinths, 

Tomb after tomb; and all the tint was fine, 

’And (locks of sheep amid the solitudes 
\\\ re grazing, and hint kjnrds among them walked 

At evening, turning past a higher range, 

We saw m sudden light, without a (loud, 

A great blaik mountain with torn peaks stand up 
Alone against tis for four thousand feet; 

And i limbed up to ('ctona, with white walls 
Half hid m olives, nestling at its base. 

The other companies lud here arrived 
In the (lav's < otirsej and omipied the fort, 

'I he Austnans having (led at then appioach. 

Here Garibaldi rested for a day ; 

And reconnoitred, but without success, 

Toward Siena. 

6 • 

Here the roll was called 
Of all who still were following. Hut alas! 

Already had our number fallen off 

• 

Almost by half: many had lagged liehind, 

Ilk or exhausted ; many had given up 
A hopeless quest, and sofight security; 
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And some, dishonour to a noble cause, 

Had cast off all restraint, and Graved away 
l''o r pillage and for rapine. When we left , 
Cetona, we were but three thousand men. 

Through the rich ancient heart of Tuscany, 
Three days our course continued, still pursued 
Closely ; at Monte Pulnano first 
We halted ; at Fotano the next day; 

And at Castiglionc on the third. 

And still advancing, saw with hope the walls 
Of old Arez/o, stretching up the hill. 

There we expected welcome ; but we found 
The gates were closed against us, and the tower^ 
Threatened us; tor the Austrian garrison 
Had overawed the people, and the troops 
Of the Archduke were close upon the town. 

The Austrians were around us all next day, 

And kept us from the roads; we had to pass 
By rugged devious tracks along the hills. 

And so arrived, hemmed in on every side, 

Upon the summit of a mount, where stands 
Citerna. Here we had no breathing-time! 

On every side of us the enemy 

Were closing in. We raised a false alarm, 

By feint of marching northward; and when night 
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Closed in upon us, (iarihahl) hade 
We should depart in silence to the cast. 

We raised oui camp in fear and i autiousness ; 

And all night long we toiled In 101 k\ paths 
\nd perilous, 3 o narrow that ne sraiee 
Snl^lv could pass along them , it was daih : 

We hard!) thought that we should live to see 
Another da\'s light ; hut at dawn we came, 

Still living, to the little lionpei town, 

Sail Otustmo, hut we might not rest. 

t 

Deeper and diepci, tip into the heart 
.Of the wild Apennines, we still pressed on, 

1 lip High paths known onh to the mulcted 

And goatherd; wc were well nigh spent with thirst. 

And Hunger, and fatigue . the fierce sun heat 
Upon the burning nicks, and e\ci up 
And up we went, and man)' vultures too 
Were following us, and some lay down and died. 

But all whose stremph would hold, still dragged them- 

• » 

si levs 

On, not to let the terrible wilderness 
Sene for their sepulchre ; for all among 
The cliffs, we saw the caverns of the (rears ; 

And through the night wild fox and tiger-cat 
Screamed from the savage letlges out of reach • 
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And well we knew no kindly foot should come 
That way again, noi any hones of ours 
lie found of friends, and buried by the w.n 
\'es, I am glad that 1 did not die there' 

Hut (ku i! Midi's fair \u, si ill as oin \ 

That looks upon a sunsef, and the light 
Streams hue k into his eves. And Ggo's woie 
The tittei pvaftV of one whose hie is lml 

In (bid's own hand. And through the da\ s fatigue 

» 

Those two alike appaielled still went on 
Foremost, and side bv side. And 1, being sure 
Of foot, and mountain bred, faied casici 
Amid the perils of the way than most ; 

And when the trank was lost, and down below 
I he precipice fell off to the abyss, 

And round a pitting shouldci there appeared 
No footing, and it was mine difficult 
To turn than to go on ; then Ugo called 
Me to the fiont, and I went or, with them 
First, to make clear a passage for the rest; 

And all the day I went in front with them, 

And helped across the straitcst of the pass 
To bear the litter where Anita lay, 

Who now could fare no further upon foot. 

And Garibaldi spoke to me, and once 
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Commended me, nor did I part all day 

• • -• 

Out o I the fciglil ot those two In auk and < htef? ; 
Hnt hctu elortli staled beside them, and tli* way 

Wee tiled not so ten ihle a lit n the \ wue near, 

• 

\nd though I know that ( hit il >uldi s facer, 

And sj ile neloti r of ne\ and taw in' mane of halt 
\te }i f not to lie tnuliju d in all the w01 Id, * 

1 thought die' other, talk i and mole ~.|i.ue. 

A ith the' la 1 1l; tie Ik emmns to t< I! now 

l | am the i h ai and ,| ai a ,.a 1 t.u e, 

* 

\nd the daik liollows tmdernealh the ewes, 

Xot the les-, heiautilul and ulien mused 
< hi the' strange tale that had e lei teal me 
I o he so m . i r to he i 'a . and to share 
Sui li niilile dimes and in tin ii hour ot need 
1 o lie ol icel le lit to tin m, and to si i \ e 
Hun whom I lined tin hest ol all the ft odd 

At sunset, .tin i twenii tom hums' man h. 

\\ e real Ijed the fxtreme summit of the c ham 
Of \pennmi and knew that hue at lean 
A e line seOJrc a lilllc while So then 
We lit the lamji fires, staling for the night 
Hut little food was there, and little sleep 
On (lie hare n« k that night for any of us. 

And I remunher still tfie hour that i aine 
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before the sunrise, in that mountain hold, 

As'the next clay drew on ; and all around, 

The clowning peaks grew visible m air, 

Range upon range of solemn shapes that wore 
All the live hues of the anemone, 

Crimson, and purple, and deep dawning blues, 

And morning mist below them; and above. 

The growing golden spaces of the light. 

And then the silent burst of sunrise, with 
The long, low violet shadows swept ,a< rose 
From mountain unto mountain : and at oik e, 

From three far separate crags 1 saw the use 
Of three great hovering eagles, t,u h alone, 

Kn<h m his kingdom ofanothei dav 

Hut oh 1 the freshness of that kindling dawn 

In that untiodden fastness; and the hre.uh 

Of the first breeze that streamed from height to height 

All voutli was in it, and the coming tale 

Of the long summer's day , a day it was 

That one might wake to, saying, If we live 

Till evening, we shall not have failed of bliss.’ 

Some mystery of joy in every limit 
Tying folded, as the rose-leaves in the rose. 

Hut we who hailed that dawning, knew the dav 
Should be but one day’s march the nearer death; 
And stiff and sleepless, famished and footsore, 
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Haggard and torn, like spectres of ourselves, 

Lifted our aching limbs to bear us on ; 

Knowing that ere another night came round, 

They might aohe worse, with wounds, or chains, 
strij>cs ; 

And hardly knowing if we wished to live. 

And as the curling mists |iegun to move 
\round the narrow passes of the hills, 

U'e wap bed their wavering with uneasy eyes, 

Anri thought we saw the columns of the foe 
Wind through the gateways of our last retreat; 

And started at each shadow of the clouds. 

,• l»esi ending by the rugged eastern side, 

We', on the twenty eighth of July, reached 
Sail Angelo in \ ado ; but could find 
No resting-place , and nearly were surprised, 

1.caving the town the Austrians had come up 
With our rear guard, and m a des|>erate fight, 

These forced a passage through the enemy, 

And came up to rejoin us, by steep paths 
The others c ould not follow. On we went, 

Breathlessly, daring not to look behind. 

• 

And now, reduced to these extremities, 

We,-under Garibaldi, m&de our course 
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For San Marino, in whoso territory, 
a Republic yet inviolate, 


He purposed to find refuge for all those 
Whose strength and courage might not bear them 
I hrough new and unknown perils : while himself 
Pushed on to Venice with such few as still 
Might follow and be faithftil. But the hearts 
^ Of most had failed already, and their strength 
MVas yet at lower ebb; all hope was lost; 

Nothing was left them, perishing among 
The rocks and forests of the wilderness. 

Not even hope of glory, nor the wild 
Excitement of the battle, nor the gain 
Of falling in fair field to leave a name 
Our country should keep honoured. \V C had done 
Our utmost, and had foiled ; the rest had failed 
Before us. But, myself, I did not care, 

So long as life kept in me, what should come, 

While still my place wsts at my master’s side. 

1 hat was enough ; together we went on. 

Sharing the peril and the pain alike, 

1 o our destruction, knowing not what hour 
Our fate should meet us; and I thought at ledst, 

We should not be divided in our death. 


Arduous and nigh impassible we found 
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^hc way to San Marino; unknown paths, 
Dense foresVs, rushing torrents, deep ravines 
And not alone the Austrians in our rear, 
Descending lioni the Tuscan Apennines. 

Hut pressing up on cnlur side oi u\ 

1 he armies from Romagna. All the night. 
And all the da), we m.y< had, hut mam tell * 
Dead on tlae was At esemng we armed 
At Mai erata lAIttu 

I n w hat olai e 

Sumer we lotmd sh, It, i, v>\tull\ 

1 he peopli and tin peasants sui touted US, 
And gu\e us ot then Rest And there as we 
Rested, and m the shadow o( the tress 
Dad (iatihaldi laid Anita down, 

U rapt m his cloak, a woman tame to us, 
i all, and ot serious aspe< t and pale fate, 

And brought us in abundance bread and wine 
And screed us with limited solicitude. 

J}ut she Rooked itU\mgly, with softened eyes, 

Upon Anita who lav wearily 

W iih hollow cheeks, and moaning m her sleep 

And*said to (laribaldi, ‘(Jeneral, 

het her not fall alive into their hands!’ 

Hut he smiled mournfully, and said, * No fear! 
I k*ep a dagger for her next my heart, 
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And a last pistol-charge.’ And she went on, 

1 They are near, General! They are,all around 
I know not if there be between us yet 
A'n hour’s march : as you see there the leaves 
In the wood rustling, through them there may be 
The white coats coming.’ Garibaldi said, 

‘We"have come here throygh many straits, and now, 
God helping me, I shall yet give the slip 
' To General Gorzhowski—' here lie paused ; 

For at the name, her face grew quivering-white, 

And the deep passion burst forth in her voice: 

1 Gorzhowski! Can a Christian speak his name, 
And not add to it every curse in hell ? 

Do not we dwellers in Romagna know 
Of him and his too well ? Look round, and see 
The heaps of ashes where our homes have stood. 
See, if you will, but do not think to hear, 

For men and women utter not sui h things 
As they have known in this unhappy land.— 

Have you seen Monna Lucia as*you passed, 

She who looks down upon her empty arms 
Rocked on her bosom, where a month ago 
Her babe lay smiling as the Austrians broke 
In, and demanded at the bayonet’s pint 
Her husband who was hidden ? There is one 
Close by, indoors, and her you will not see, 
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For never will she lift her head, nor speak, 

• • * 

Nor come out^>f the dark ; the lo\chest girl 
Of sill our ullage, Angela, the one 
With hair like Guido's saints, and mu e she smilcu 
she was betrothed, it was her wedding-day 
two months ago, win is she not a bride? 

That was the day Gor/h^wski's troops were hcTe. 
What is the last news funn bologna ? ah 1 
('an I not tell you that ? W ho knows so well ? 

1 can bring to you one fur testimony, 

My son, tm < liild, a boy ot twelve sears old. 

In the last rising of the < in, he 

Was m the streets, too voting to carry arms. 

^Jtut he was captured with the tiuolor 
Held m his hand, when lull the rest were slain. 
What is Gor/diowski's mercy? He was spared 
His hie, he said in favour; he came home 
To me. Ins mother, from the Austrian rods, 

And ah ! if I rould show you, General; 

(Gyd save j'ou, for*you would have saved us too ') 
I am a woman—woman's lips may fail 
At such a telling —but this woman's hand, 

God let it wither in the flames of hell, 

If aught it fail for pity or for prayers, 

When once it has the knife in the Austrian flesh,’ 
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We struggled onwards without road or guide, 
And next day we had well-nigh lost ourselves 
iij the deep woods, and mining to a pass, • 
Found that the Austrians had already seized 
The heights above ; and nearly were rut off 
But at the day’s end, such as still were left 
Had reached Fietra Rgbbia. and next daw 
Through the same perils held on out of breath. 
Until at last we set our feet upon 
1'he rot k of San Manno, and might rest 
And there the people welcomed us with |oy, 

As men who had been saved out of a wre< k , 
(Only twelve hundred of us being left). 

But the next day we luidh were awake.. 
Before a summons to the < ity < ame 
from General Gorzliowski, wlnth pro< laimed 
That the Republic, should it harbour us 
Beyond the morrow, should be entered by 
The Austrian armies marching 1 from each side 
(Ten thousand men having already held 
The passes leading from it, to close up 
All way for our escape). And furthermore, 

A messenger to Garibaldi came, 

"With these proposals for himself and us: 

That all our arms should he laid down at once, 
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And pardon should lx.' granted tie; that we 
Under safe conduct should be guarded home ; 
And»he himself, secure fiom further harm, 

H.ne passage given him to Amenta. 

* 1 I 

lint (larihalili tore the paper up , 

And s.ud, ‘ I make no temp; for my own hie 
'\ nh him whose her I is down on Italy. 

Theie is no answer Hut 1 will not luing 
Kum and rapine on tins peai eful town, 

t 

That goes us well nine worthy of her hoast 
Of freedom immemorial lint alas, 

• 1 her* are no rights kit now to be maintained, 

N/»r any law of nations or of (iud ; 

And the thousands of the tramping feet may man h 
■straight on, and spanng not, for all is theirs.’ 

1 hen he assembled all of Us and said, 

' friends, we hate done a great thing, rear lung here, 
Arjd.Ood has helped*us, we are safe to night; 
Inviolate in this spot, which kings have spared 
So long, hut will not spare another day 

If we remain in it Now go t our ways ■ - 

• 

And many of us shall not meet again ; 
l'or'I go hence to morrow with my sword ; 

Since Venice u-t holds out* and we b) sea 
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May reach her yet, though hut by miracle. 

'Jut whoso willeth may lay down his, arms, 

Ant] have safe-conduct from the Austrian hence; 
And none of you henceforth is bound to me,— 
Ye have done well,—now take your chance of life 
Yet some of you, I know, will leave me not. 

Sleep in this hospitable town to-night, 

For it may be the last night ye will have 
For sleeping; take your rest, and eat and drink; 
Speak among friends free words of kindliness; 
Cast not by any sweet face; if ye can, 

Sing and be merry; and to-morrow morn, 

Let him who feels that he rati easily 
Lie down with death as if it were a bride, 

And cares not now to live when all is lost. 

Meet me again—and here: but let him know 
He will not have to-morrow’s choice come twice. 
For whoso goeth forth of here with me 
Will leave behind him his last chance of life. 

Yea, every chance save one, tha* he may die 
Free in Italian freedom, ere it dies, 

The freedom that has only lived a year 
And that is but a chance—a slender one. 


And the next day, at the appointed hour 
I, at the place appointed, found myself 
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One of three hundred, who were all that now 
• 0 
Remained with us. And so we took our leave 

Qf San Marino; and set forth again 

On a more desperate errand than before. 

Nine hundred of our comrades stn\ed behind : 
Having consented to la^' down their aims . 
Under a promise Imm (ioi/how’shis hand 
They should go free. Hut they did not gain muc 
By their surrender; for upon the road 
1 fe stopped them, and divided them ; and half 
He to the prisons sent of evil fame 
Of Mantua ; and upon the rest bestowed 
The bastinado, ninety strokes apiece. 

And ere we passed from San Marino, we 
Had seen the proclamation issued forth 
To every town and hamlet of the land, 

By (ieneral Oor/howski, in these terms: 

• Whoever shall ffcorn this time forth receive 
Hie outlaw Garibaldi, or his wife, 

Or his banditti, some three hundred men, 

Or any of their number,—or shall give 
Them shelter, or shall furnish them w r ith food, 

Or fire, or water, or shall succour them, 

Or jguide them, shall be counted one with them, 
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And share with them the penalty of death. 

Avid death shall further he the penalty 
For a/iy one, who, knowing where they hide, 

Shall not detain them and deliver them 

« 

Up to the military law at once. 

And any place or village where they pass 
Shall* be included in the penalty, 

If within space of*twenty-four hours thence 
They be not lodged within our hands, 'l ake note 
Of every stranger that shall come your way. 

The diabolical, ferocious face 
Of Garibaldi, no one can mistake; 

The woman, though disguised, may soon be known. 
Being great with child, and close upon the hour; 
The men are armed as brigands, and arc all 
Well-nigh barefooted, and in rags by now. 

And every one who gi\es a rebel up, 

Alive or dead, but most of all alive, 

Shall have reward: but he who has the luck 
To capture Garibaldi, though he be 
A rebel and an outlaw too, himself, 

Shall have free pardon, and a fortune too. 

Worthy of the Imperial treasury. 

Forward we went all day in gloom and dread . 
For Garibaldi’s eyes had grown so dark. 
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And his mouth set so stern, I did not dare 
• . ' 

To i(H>k upc^n him ; and I felt the days 

Were drawing to some terrible great < lose. 

Hut still I had the comfort close at hand, 

• 

And the way was not dark to me ; for still 
I was with Ugo, both upon one march, 

Who, free from any earthly bond or rare, 

In the red raiment of the battle field, 

Went onward ever in a glorious peace, 

As though the bitterness of death were passed, 
Or rather < on Id not come to him. And 1, 
Looking on him whom I had loved so long, 
Saw, standing m the sunset,, ns it were, 

The angel of that Ugo who had stood 
In the monk's habit side by side with me, 
Serving the sick m the dark house at Home. 

And that night in the open we encamped, 

To the sea-coast advancing, it was dark ; 

More than one fise we did not dare to light; 

* • 

And near it Gardialdi and his wife, 

And Ciceruacehio and his two sons sat, 

With'Ugo and some others, through the night. 
Hut Ugo drew a poem from his breast,. 

Which he was writing : all the way from Rome 
This work had come with him ; and many times 
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When others were asleep, he sat and wrote; 
r And now, this night I watched him write again, 
Fast, and with knitted brows, as though his host 
‘Were set to finish it. The book was called 
‘La Croce Yincitriec' (being a tale 
Of those who first for Christ had died m Rome,’ 
Add how, at last subdued, an Emperor 
Had laid his Empire at the Cross’s foot). 

I never saw the poem -and indeed, 

I could not well have read it,—but I saw 
The face of I’go, when his feet were set 
Upon the wav of <l>>om 

I he wakeful eves 

Of Caribaldi strained into the dark ; 

And still he listened, and would take no rest. 

And by the watch fire that night once he broke 
The gloomy silence, saving: ‘Friend, good night’ 
What shall to-morrow bring us? Shall we reach 
Venice together? Nay, I think it not. 

For we have come to our last hope, and that 
Is failing us, to die amongst our own. 

What matters? What is left us now to do, 

Since this year’s Italy was but a dream, 

And it i., over, but to vanish too i 1 

We could not save her, - should we save ourselves 

Nay, it were well for us If but our blood 
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Might drop into bcr furrows, and sink down, 

. * 

And thiough the winter lie among the seeds, 

\nd »e he no more heaul of eu'imoir: 

1 or I know sure!) that though we lie dead, 

I hough all tins generation pass away, 

()ut*()t this soil the llowei shall spring at List, 

(if the starry whiteness, and the < unison heart, 

And the gieen lea\es spteadmg- Yen, the Mower of 

World, 

I’oets lewe ^teamed of- -Imt upon our graves.’ 

\nd l'go a n mu led. with the fli< kei mg lire 
i I tghlTng the IhiukI e\es up underneath . 

\ pi, < neatest, on mu glares, hut not on thine. 

I lime (.res shall see it They base got no look 
Ol yearning nftet a drum unfulfilled , 
hut rather that inagnetu joy whir It draws 
Men to partake of it, sajitig, “We desire, 

And falter, and unite short ; lo, here is one 

In whom the strengtUu one with the desire ” 

• • • 

I hough now thou < oinest to that straitest pass 
" herein araileth thee not strength, nor joy, 

And tlun! must suffer, and not thou alone, 
hut thou shall some forth from it, though thou lea\c 
hy heart's desire there, and thy bloom of life, 

And Citjd shall go witli thee*through the dark days 
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When others were asleep, he sat and wrote; 

'And now, this night I watched hinj write again, 
Fart, and with knitted brows, as though his heai 
*Weie set to finish it. The hook was called 
‘La Croce Ymcitriee' (being a tale 
Of those who first for Christ had died in Rome,' 
Add how, at last subdued, an Emperor 
Had laid his Empire at the Cross’s foot). 

I never saw the poem -and indeed, 

I could not well ha\e read it,—but I saw 
The face of Ugo, when his feet were set 
Upon the wav of doom. 

I lie wakeful e\es 

Of Garibaldi strained into the dark ; 

And still he listened, and would take no rest. 

And by the watchfirc that night once he broke 
The gloomy silence, saving: ‘Friend, good-night’ 
What shall to-morrow bring us? Shall we reach 
Venice together? Nay, I think it not. 

For we have come to our last hope, and that 
Is failing us, to die amongst our own. 

What matters? What is left us now to do, 

Since this year’s Italy was but a dream, 

And it is over, but to vanish too ? 

We could not save her, should we save ourselves i 
Nay, it were well for us*if but our blood 
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Might drop into her furrows, and sink down, 

And through the winter he among the seeds, 

\n<l we he no more heaid of eveimotr' 

I or I know sttrel) that though we he dead, 

I hough all this generation pass away, 

Oufot this soil the llowet shall spring at last, 

()f the starry whiteness; jtnd the < unison heart, 

And the green lea\es spreading — Yea, the Mower of 
World, 

I'nets hare dreamed of -hut upon our graves,’ 

And l'go answered, with the lluk'eiing lire 
I ighiing the liquid eves up underneath , 

■ \ ;,i. < dean % on mu gnm s, hut not on tlune. 

I lime i vcs shall si r u Tin y have got no look 
()f u.irnmg altei a dream unfulfilled, 
lint rather that magnetic joy which draws 
Men to partake ot it. saving, "We desire, 

\nd falter, and mine short ; lo, here is one 

in whom the strmgtUis one with the desire.” 

• • • 

I hough now thou < omest lo that straitest pass 
Wherein availed) thee not strength, nor joy, 

\nd thoil must suffer, and not thou alone. 

Hut thou shah < ome forth from it, though thou leave 
1 hy heart's desire there, and thy bloom of life, 

\nd Gc^d shall go with thee* through the dark dm« 
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That are coming, that are come. And thou shall st 
Some day far hence, after long tale of years, 

Alone, alone, but Garibaldi still, 

In ttie face of all the world : and at thy side, 

Like a golden lily after the night's ram 
Bursting its sheath in the sumise, all uprisen, 

Italy, Ifaly, with the eyes of fire 1 

Laying her hand in thine, and turned to thee, 

And saying, “My Saviour! can I give thee nought? 
And then thy heart will turn hack to this day, 

This day of utter desolate despair, 

When we were driven between the shore and sea, 
And the hounds of all the Empire loose on us,— 
And )ct we were together, and the heart 
Of thy child’s mother lying close to thine 
And thou wilt say in the glory to thyself, 

“Give me that day bark — but it cannot be. ’ 

Yet fear not, Garibaldi, for thy heart 
Is stronger than all grief or death, or time.’ 


Hut then Anita sprang up passionately 
‘Have we to die so soon? I cannot die 
Till I have seen my children once again! 

They are across the mountains and the sea, 

They are asking when their ihother will come liack. 
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Hpw can a mother die, \wth her little ones 

• 

Calling Iter lujk to them and wanting her? 

0 Christ, Who wast horn of Mary, hearken m* 

For thy mother's sake, and pity me now at least! 

() Man, s.ue me 1 Let me sulfei pain, 

\*ea, an\' labour, atn agony, 

So I but living to my children urine! 

Let the way 1 hj as long and perilous 
As c\er any pilgrim had to tiead, 

Before his sms were loosened, and he sank 
l)ead on the last steps of Thy sanctuary. 

If I have sinned, 1 have suffered ' Have I not 
Done expiation, even all these years? 

Have I lain on beds ol roses, or stood back 
from the sweeping sword and shot, or turned aside 
Because the stones were sharp and my feet were so 
I did not count the cost, but I have paid. 

Am 1 not too a woman, and my flesh 
As soft and white as any Oueen of all ? 

Have I noMvorn tlffough, when the stoutest men 
Dropped off from following? Did any think 
My limbs were iron, though I made no moan ? 

O my fove, my love, it is not I complain! 

1 hou hast repaid me; if I might but live* 

Arfti suffer by thy side for evermore, 

It weje enough but keep me now alive! 
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l.ct not tliiijC arms unloose me, till this strait 
Be over, and 1 have my babes again. . 

‘() Menotti, 0 my firstborn, thou hast not 
Forgotten me' Thou standest at the gate, 

And lookest down the road that I shall come 
I am c&mng, 0 sweet smiles that wait lor me ' 

—D my little one, my nursling, what shall keep 
My feet front finding thee aciov, the wot Id 1 
0 warm m thy sleep, with thy < rimson < heeks, and eu 
Crushed in the pillow, and thy rosy feet 
Soft and uncovered, till thy inolheds hand 
Wraps them up softly, wilt thou not awake, 

And sit up smiling, and streti h out thy arms 5 
0 my lamb with the gulden fleer e' let me have thy he 
On my breast a minute, stand with 1 lmging feet 
Upon my knees' It is the hour of night 
When babes are frightened if they do not find 
Their mother. Who is holding me away ? 

They cannot come to me, nor I to diem ! 

They are crying for me 111 the night, 0 God! ’ 

She sank down with a long and bitter cry; 

She did not weep, her eyes were dry and wild. 

But Garibaldi wrapped her in his arms, 

And murmured tenderly; and laid his hand 
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l^pon her forehead , and his other hand 
Held both oljicis; and so she lay awhile, 

^hict a little, shivering with long sighs. 

The following das we same unto the sea 
*\t ( esciiatic o , we oser]lowered 
The hundred Austrians of the gamson, 

And took possession of the plat e omselses. 

1 hen sse were marched down to the beach, and tl 
We found a line of li.slung boats drawn up; 

And (inrihaldi ordered us to form 
In companies of twent) lour apiece, 

\ 11 portioned to the boats, thirteen in all; 

He keeping Ugo Hassi at lus side. 

- And then lor the lirst time I saw and knew 
1 hat we should be divided , and my heart, 
struck with the sudden blow, sank down and dice 

but when he saw me standing on the shore, 

.\jnong the others, ready to dejxirt, 

At the bcgit s side, Ugo came up to me, 

\nd took my hand in his, and said to me, 

‘ farewell, Antonio; for we part to-day, 

And who can tell whether sse meet agam 
Out of this peril that we pass unto ? 

And now I thank thee for this love of thin*. 
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Which thou ha^t given me out of thy true hear,!. 
'And for thy faithful service, and thy prayers, 

In which forget not to rememher me 
'Still, as I thee. We both ha\e need of piayeis 
This hour. And if a hard doom come to thee, 
And (ruel death or cruder life be thine, 

Rejoice then to have suffered for (lod’s sake, 

And for our Italy's and for all men's. 

It may be one of us shall perish now, 

And one of us be left alive: and though 
No more thou hear the voice nor fed the hand 
Thou Invest, yet thou ait not desolate; 

I leave thee to a better Friend than I 

Love Him, and trust Him, follow Him with pains, 

— Not easily—the grace is for the strife; 

And whatsoever trial He may lay 

Upon thee, trust Him through it, and give thanks, 

And when thy heart is heavy think on Him, 

And when thy need is greatest, call on Him. 

Hold fast God’s promise, and remember this— , 
Christ will not fail thee, though Fra Ugo may.’ 
Then we w-ere parted—and the end was come. 
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• \| oUsl, IS-40 

.yi(i this was how it ended - <»n the third 
()| August. (i.irib.tld) steered his licet 
Of fishing Imats tow,tide Venice ; and at first 
The wind wns favouring In the boat 1 lay 
.Huddled, and helpless, and most miserable; 

And though the helm which Garibaldi held 
Guided us all, and all the boats kept near 
Together, \et I felt the waters heave 
between us, and I knew that over them 
Hand might not reach to hand, nor eye to eye. 

Jv>,.never lyorc :—did 1 not feel it then, 

Though yet we held die same course ? So we passe 
A day and night, and at the break of dawn, 

The swift sun rising smote across the sea} 

And we, far off and opposite, beheld * 

A vision all of palaces, and faint 
Turrets and Inclines in a s*il\cry light, 
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Rose-tinted ; on the bosom of the sea, 

Row down upon the last horizon (me 
Of smooth-swept plains of liquid opal. Then 
The officer on board ga/ed out, and said, 

1 It is the Queen of the Adriatic ’' and 
He hailed her, sa\mg: ‘ Haven of our hopes' 
Rhst Ramp of Italy, repave us now ‘ 

Ret us but fall on thy heioie breast, 

Not lost at sea, 01 hunted on the waste, 

Or buried m a prison ' ’ And as rose 
1’he sun, the vision grew more c I ear and fair, 

And we stretched out our hands and epos to her 
But lo 1 another vision—and this time, 

A dark and deadly one. W hat shapes are these. 
These black hulls looming nearer into sight?— 
The Austrian fleet is bearing down on us. 

Already had we rounded past the rape 
l’unta di Maestra, when they appeared, 

And opened fire upon us; ami at once 
The wind veered round, and treat against us too. 
All round us cannon-smoke and thunder rolled, 
And we, dismayed, thought our last hour had con 
But Garibaldi shouted all to keep 
Together; and still sought to force a way ; 

-And a fierce fight we held upon the sea. 
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Hut ail was vain , the great ships came between 
And scjltercd^us; one of our boats was .sunk, 

Aiftl seven were captured ; and the prisoners jnree 
f'p tlie ships sides, and cast into the holds, 

And to the foitrcss uty, l’ola, brought, 
ffoaded with chains, and there compelled to work 
Among the galley-slaves as criminals. 

And I among them And il now it were 

M) histor) wIikIi 1 had to ielate, 

' • 

Not Cgo Itassi's, 1 might wring your hearts 
With what we suffered there, our tale of wrongs 
And cruelties, < ut off tiom all the world. 

For in those months that bordered on despair, 

No comfort c\ei came to me but this, 

The memory of the words that I'go spake; 

And, as he hade me, 1 remembering him 
l'r.ncd ever for some succour unto Christ 
But newel answer <ame to me, except 
own tears bursting as before me rose 

The vision of his face, when last on me 

• 

Bent the beloved eyes in their farewell. 

Yet it may be those tears preserved my heart 
From breaking; and at last a comfort stole 
About my heart, thinking that death was near: 

Fur ne of Southern nurtilre do not hold . 
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Our life deep-rooted, and could less endure 
Than could the Lomlrards, and wp wasted last 
And many of our number out of Rome 
Had died already, when an order came 
do set us tree ; the statesmen having ruled 
Our ransom. We were under guard conveyed 
d’<3 the Sardinian frontier, and there left 
Destitute, such of us as had survived. 

And hearing there that Oaribaldi lived, 

And was at Genoa,— begging and on foot 
Thither I made my way, in hopes to find 
My master, or at least have news of him,— 

And there at last I learnt what had befallen. 

For Garibaldi with five boats escaped; 

And under cover of the darkness beat 
All night about the coast, and at the dawn 
landed his company upon the beach, 

Near Magnavacca. In the boat with him, 
Besides Anita, and some other's, were 
Ugo, and Ciceruacchio with his sons, 

And Count Livraghi of Bologna, who, 

Wounded in that encounter on the seas, 

Moved but in pain. The other boats contained 
About a hundred. All these castaways 
Now fourjd themselves ujion the enennb shore, 
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Upon the sandy \ accolino, in 

The last of the great forest of the pines, 

'Mint stretches horn Ravenna. Death behin^l, 
And death before, still Oanbaldi held 

* 

Northward, if so some miracle of (!od 
•Might bring them u t to \’entee ; and all day 
They travelled, traversing the boundless trarfs 
Of the latgimes, or lost among the reeds 
Of the inextricable labyrinths 
Of the great river's mouths and shifting sands. 
Until at e\entitle they entered in 
A forest, uhic It the people of those parts 
f-’•ill the Elysian Drove ; and there at last 
Anita sank and < ould no lurthcr go, 

Worsted for the Itrst time, and evermore. 

The shadow of her coming agony 
"’as over her, and of her heart’s despair; 

Seeing it was not well for her to die, 

As tor all other women in this world, 

• * • 

for she was Daribaldi’s wife, and had 
Her heaven m this life and the other side 
Of tffe dark river she had come to cross, 
Walked ever the pale ghost of him who.died 
kong years ago for her, and waved to her 
Wit], elute htng hands, Jnd hollow eager eyes 
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‘ I have waited long for thee, and thou art mine: 

My time is come ;' and heavier everfame 
Hack the reproachful memory of those times, ' 

Of love betraycd for love : and that dead life 
Laid a cold hand upon her heart; while yet 
Within her heart th’ impatient unborn life 
Shuddered and heaved : -and she was spent to di 
And clung to (lanbaldi, and her eves 
Prayed ‘Keepme 1 Save rne " and he could not sjh 
Together they had come t<> their despair, 

No hope for him in life, or her in death. 

Then (lanbaldi knew all hope was gone. 

And that his quest was met , and he said, 

‘This is the end for us We will stay heie. 

My wife and 1 together, and abide 

Our late and ye, most faithful to the last, 

Part from me here; there is no more to do. 

We shall not save our lives, but we may prnv 
To meet once more before the throne of God. 

And hear from Him that Italy is saved.' 

Then they departed all their several ways 
Whither tlvnr fate should lead them. Hut those sev 
Whom I have named, a little longer kept 
Together, seeking yet if they might find 
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Some shelter for Anita. And at last 

• 

They came iy>on a woodman’s cottage, set 
.>mid the thi< kest Idlest of the pines 

I hat rea< hed lietween the uver and the sea, 

• 

\nd m it an old man, who said ; ‘I have 
•lint little hie to lose : if I may yield 

You am aid. my last da\s are mv l>est.' 

* 

Hy the low door they lingered, for to pail 
Was haul ; and I go said : ‘ Iavraghi’s wound 
Needs rest . no hope is theie for him to cross 
from here to Yuu< e, and 1 cannot lcn\e 
Him helpless, he and I must take our fate, 
As (rod shall send, togethi i I hen the sons 
Of (‘iceruan hio, and himself, embraced 
Their leader, and departed by themselves 
Into the lorest, and were seen no more 

I hen Oarihaldi, holding Tgo's hand : 

‘1 he night is coining; it is time we two 

• • . 

Should he alone together. Is there more 
I o say, O ni) lx. loved ? W e must part. 
dod^>c with >ou, and us!’ And Ugo said: 
‘O Friend, O Hero, who hast lifted mo. 

Vito a height and blossoming of life 
I dreamt not of, and se> me by thy sid? 
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At the world's heart, farewell! hear my last won 
The hope of Italy is on thy head ; 

Guard it, for God’s sake 1 though each one of u, 
Tall, and our lives pass, yet let thine remain 1 
His work is done with us, hut not with thee. 
Dying is easy ; —keep thou steadfastly 
The greater part, to live and to endure. 

For though we meet no more, and the fair days 
Are over, and my tune is near at hand, 

I have this comfort of thee in my heart, 

That God has yet got many things for thee 
To do and suffer for our Italy, 

And greater things than any heretofore.’ 

Then they wrung hands, and parted; and he ti 
To where Anita, seated on the ground, 

On the smooth carpet of the fir promts fallen, 
Gazed with beseeching eyes for some last drop 
Of comfort in her anguish; and as now 
I le saw her passing thus from Ijfe anti love 
Away together in the gathering gloom, 

This parting was too cruel; and for once 
The utter pity overpowered the pieace ; 

And as he took her hand and looked at her, 

The face that to so many dying eyes 
Had lighted up the gathering of the dark 
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With eyes that smiled above their mortal pain, 
Now quivere^, and his voire broke down, and hi 
.suddenly turned, and luiniedly away 
He passed, lie and 1 .isrnghi, and were lost 
To slight, amid the shadowy forest tiees. 

Two days from this, the sett mi; sun lit up* 

The Villa Spada, on the heights above 
bologna, the head quarters of the Staff; 

Where (amend (ior/liowski, (lovernor, 

Sat with his Count il m a close debate 
What other stringent measures they might take 
To capture Garibaldi, since till then, 

In spite of pror Initiation! and rewards, 

And troops on every side, and Carabineers 
He was not taken; not indeed had he 
Since he had sailed from Cesenatico 
Teen heard of. General Gor/howski was 
Certainly not beloved m any part 
t Qf the Romagnjf over whir It he ruled; 

I .east of # all in Tologoa, which had long 
Held out against him, and in whirh his name 
Was’spoken blit with curses. Yet lie was, 
Though far from handsome, a distinguished man, 
Polite too, I have heard, an ornament 
Ofjdrawing-rooms, anrf took the hand of queens 
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In dancing, and though choleric at times, 

Still a good ruler for a state of siege. 

< 

• To him, thus sitting, was brought in the news 

C 

That now two men, stragglers and fugitives 

From Garibaldi’s legion, had been brought 

In, prisoners, to head-quarters; and at once 

He gave command that they should be conveyed 

Before him. Then into the council-room 

Were Ugo Bassi and Livraghi brought, 

Loaded with chains. And upon seeing them, 

Gorzhowski, who with rapid utterance spoke, 

And sometimes choked with passion, poured his wratl 

And disappointment forth on them, and with 

Unmeasured words reviled them; and went on : 

‘So you are caught at last! You arc the first, 

But will not be the last;—but you shall have 

The privilege of serving to the rest 

For an example. Every one of you 

Already is condemned. You will be shot 

To-morrow morning;—and you need not hope 

For mercy, unless one of you indeed 

Had the good luck to know the whereabouts 
« 

Of the vil« Bandit whom you call your Chief. 

That, has been set forth under seal of ours, 

Should save the veriest scoundrel of you all , 
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His punishment. But beggars such as you 
Are not so likely to b£ favoured with 
His counsels, or to know the way he took. 

And Ugo answered calmly, ‘Yes, we know.' 

Like one who digs for iron and strikes 
C.orzhowski started ;—but recovering, 

Burst forth in thunder, ‘ 1 )are you jest with me ? 
Do you think insolent lies will save your life? 
You have made up some tale to pass on me: 

It *vill be worse for you than you think yet, 
Unless you prove your words, and that at once.’ 

The adjutant who had escoitcd them 
Came forward, saying, ‘Sir, they speak the truth. 
Two days ago was Garibaldi seen 
Near Magnavacca, and these men with him. 

But every trace of him has since been lost, 

And these were taken yesterday, alone, 

Sleeping within a javern stable-loft 

• • • 

Close to Comacchio.’ Then Gorzhowski said, 
‘If this be so, you £et shall have a chance, 

The cmly chance any of you can have, 

And that is, a reprieve, until I find 
Whether you really know' what you profess. 

The Son of Satan last was seen with you, 

s 2 
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Go 

And you shall show me where to find hint now. 

1-stand no lying, and the sooner caught, 

i 

The better it will be foi both of’.ou, 
f give you but two da\s of grace m all, 

And if iie be not here within the tune, 

No ciying back will sate \ou afterwards ’ 

v 

Thus spake Gor/iiowski, fuming, full ol iiige, 
And hardly looking at them all the time; 

While Ugo stood in silence until he 
Paused:- -and the ou-rwom and sleepless eyes 
1 (reamed back one moment to the forest-gloom. 
And the farewells beneath the slumbrous pmes, 
And the lips parted as to some sweet air 
Peacefully, lost in \bions fai away: — 

One moment only,—then the vmie was firm 
And recollected, and thrilled all the room: - 
‘God guard him safe born you 1 God shelter him ' 
Neither for life, nor death, nor any boon, 

Nor any penalty that you can gpe, 

Will we give tidings of him.' Pale and mute 
The Council sat astonished, blit the C hief, 

Struck dumb with sudden impotence of rage, 
Gasped chokingly m a bewildered blank 
Of silence, and at last looked tip and knew 
The stately figure and tin? noble face 
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That, travel soiled, ami buffeted, and faint 
From fastings, jnd from wanderings, and from storm 
Before him stood with cleai ronfnmtmg e)es, • 
(iforioiis and gnus knowing die horn was cymes 
\nd now iniisi t Kul lie gloiitied ' and lie, 
sumg I )\ mi ok raru e of a \ tm e like this, 
burst m redoubled fmy, ho aie wui 
I hat dare to answer me with insolence 1 
Iwillhju no moie wouis' \ on think perhaps _ 

\n \ustnan ban,a ks is a brigand s c ani]>, 

\\ here one make s s] em lies to the oltn cri>, 

And b.ngnim- tot the It tins that one will take. 

1 he ( cHim i! is dismissed send out the Posts, 

4 \nd |i ti h the guaol , and mu shall know at otwe 
U liether 1 mean to be ol >e\e d or no , 

1 or words were wasted on two mules like you. 


What followed 1 tan not relate m full, 

Piyt ^tise there were «io friendly witnesses, 

If there hae^bcen, my heart would bleed so fast 

• 

\t every word, 1 would not though I coulel 
For Christ c an bear to look upon sue h tilings, 
Having IIimstlf endured the same for us* 

Anti martyrs ran themselves endure the same 
When.their time comes, tftev having grace of Cod , 
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But for us common flesh and blood, these deedi* 
Are only terrible, and ill to speak. 

For then the Austrian (may the fiery claws 
Of devils tear his soul in hell for it!) 

Commanded them to seize, and bind, and scourge 
FraXJgo and Livraghi in,his sight, 

And show no mercy till they answered him: 

And to that chamber only entered in , 
Gorzhowski and his executioners. 

\ 

And all night long he had his way, and worked 
His worst upon them, yet had not his will. 

For morning came, as it will come at last 
To every sleepless night; and all night long 
Hussars had scoured the country far and wide 
Like hounds,—and Garibaldi was not found, 

Nor tidings heard of him,—and not one word 
Of his betrayal yet had crossed the lips 
Of those two prisoners punished : and both lay 
At point of death, and none could hurt, them more. 

And now Gorzhowski, more infuriate still, 

* 

Seeing that time was lost and nothing gained, 

Gave ordfcrs to his adjutant, at once 
To have the execution carried out 
In the court-yard below,—with yet a hope 
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^That at the sudden supreme touch of all, 

The shock of the frdsh air. the deadly files, 

t * * 

The pointing muzzles close against their eves, 
They in their weakness might be startled once 
Into a momentary failing, which 
Should lay the slender secret in his hands, 

By which hung all the hope of Italy, 

Which in each moment of delay he felt 
Slipping away from him. But doubtfully 

The adjutant replied, ‘Sir, one of them 

• 

Being a monk, the military power 

Has not authority to punish him 

Without the sanction of the Church ; since we 

Are here upon the footing of allies 

Of the Pontifical Supremac).’ 

On which Gorzhowski answered, with an oath: 
! It is too late for that! But anyhow 
The Holy Church shall give consent to it, 

Before he dies.. Pray, sir, do you suppose 

* m 

They will presume to question anything 
I choose to ord£r ? I have taught them all 
Hdw I am to be treated. I am here 
Civil and Military Governor, 

The sole and sovereign representative 
Qf his Imperial Majesty. These priests 
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Have me’to thank that they are hack at all. 

I brought them here, I keep them here; and 1 
Intend that the) shall know their proper place. 

'This Cardinal Bedim gives himself. 

Being the Legate of the Pope, the airs 
Of (iovernor, and turns and twists to find 
Some*wa\ to circumvent me, and to get 
The upper hand. Do you remember, sir, 
fWhat happened when v.e first reduced the place 
To order, and the Legate was restored? 

As nobody appeared im lined to thank 

The Lord for sending is, we piously 

Thanked Him ourselves We had a grand Te A u»; 

Theie was a state procession, and the rest. 

And then I found that it had been arranged 
1!) Monsignoi Bedim, that lum-alf 
Should take the lead, as the most eminent 
Personage piesent. But 1 interposed, 

Sav ing, “ You understand me, Cardinal; 

I in Bologna am the First, and I, 

On this occasion and all future ones, 

Shall take my place accordingly " And he 
In his most bland and condescending way 
Said, “Certainly:—as our distinguished guest, 

All honour shall lie paid His Excellency.” 

But 1 returned as promptly; “Not at all— 
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You <juite mistake me,—1 am neither guest 
Nor irieiul oj”\ours, * but I am Master here; 

Xml I go first ; " and so His Kmmenee, 

Alter mm h cogitating, found m vain, 

Was ton ed to walk behind. Ills smile was swee 
'Smi e that subnn-sion 1 keep teims with him. 

And he shall now give uj» his pnest to me, * 

In his own writing lake this note to him, 

And bring me luck his answer, and be quick !’ 


\nd wluh tin iikssengei was on his way, 
lie ordeud all to be in readiness 
I oi the two juisoners to be put to death. 

So the guard took them forth, and set them dowr 
Beside a pillar in the common hall, 

I he soldiers coming and going through the doors 
And they, being spent with torture, lifted not 
1 lieu hi ads again, nor uttered any word ; 

And no one dared to sun our them, or bring 
A i up of water to them. 


The slow time 

ore on, and still (lor/hovvski chafed«and chafed 
•At the delay.—And at this time, it were 
Atwell to note down (*ertain passages 
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Which had occurred a little while before, 
And htjd some bearing upon UgoA fate 

for, as it happened, two days previoiisb, 
Herein bologna, in the ‘ Week’s (la/ette,’ 
Cardinal Oppi/4$hi, now restored,— 

(A very holy, chantable man, 

Whose virtue counterbalanced to the Church 
The far-froni-edifymg private life 
Of Monsignor bedim),—had put forth 
This much-admired archrepiscopal 
Effusion,—which is here subjoined entire: 
‘Amidst the tribulations, and the floods 
Of turbulence, that, in the \car elapsed, 
Afflicted these unhappy Province:*; 

The horror of whose memory still is fresh 
In the imagination,—one great grief 
Pierced to the very bottom of our heart, 
(Second alone to that unspeakable 
Anguish with which we listened to, and saw 
The sacrilegiously-committed crimes' 

Against God and His Vicar);—and that one 
Was this, the cruel silence laid on us 
by a severe and sad necessity. 

Since above all things we desired tire power 
As Pastor and as parent to uplift 


ice Nole B. 
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,Our iuhc in speech, that we might roll away 
l'.u h stoiKV'f scandal and perdition hynce ; 

As also to let loose' the simple ones 

Out of the snares spread f<>i11 1 In certain men, 

— Such men as that aie \en few, thank Ood 

lint till the more audac unis m their acts 

Ot c\il, onl\ too t oi^s]ucuoiis I »y 

lv i lesiastn al habiliments, 

AikJ undei obligation to a vow 
^lonastic, violating e\ery law, 

( untaimnating ( ohm k ik es with free 
And frantic de < lamations, publicly 
Maintaining theories ndi< (dolls. 

As that the supreme powei of pen e rninent 
Is a j)ie< annus gift, and held m trust 
By rulers for the population,—thus 
Foiling general disparagement 
Of all dominion, and, ns savs Saint Jude, 
Blaspheming enery majesty, (the text,— 
i‘ I Fspi'jfj dominion, and speak evil of 
Dignities'') ; and moreover setting light 
B> tlie most sacred, venerable rites 
And doc trines of religion ; treating diem 
As superstitions and of no account; 

-•AVith manners at the Fast equivocal, 

And impudently taking on themselves 
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To mend the Church's morals. Certainly 
It was not any fear of private harm, 

Nor, any peril threatening our own life, 

’(Already at its term) which held us back 
From speaking, or whu h caused us to retire ; 

(For well we know th it the good Shepherd shotfl 
Dev'ote himself a holocaust to save 
The flock committed to his (are); and you 
Surely remember that we solemnly 
Protested against all these infamies, 

And that our exhortation was received 
With impudent derision. We were bound 
P.y two considerations,- on one hand, 

Mindful of that adinonitoiy text 
lotting the times (K< > lcsiastu us, 

The twentieth < hapter and the seventh veise) 
Sapiens taeebit usque ad tempus, then 
Upon the other hand too well aware 
What prudence and what circumspe< tion were 
Required of us in such a ciixis, - nay 
Enjoined upon us by His Holiness 
The Supreme Pontiff, (until lie Himself 
By scandalous audacity was driven 
An exile from the Apostolic See), 

And that the urgent and reiterated 
Appeals to duty met with no response 
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from those who should have been the first to gi\e 
I'.fTeet to them,—nothing remained for u-j 
l’.V to stand far off, and weep bitter tears 
between the [torch and the altar,— comfortei 
Onb, b) thinking that we might evclaim 
With great Tertullian, father of the Chuich, 

(In J/V/cg/u, rhapter tlurtv-cight ), 

— i\i/u/ ci/ .W'/i cum i/iuinhi it/ci. 

but now that hod once more has poured on us 

The treasures of his mercy infinite, 

And has replaced us m the plenitude 
And exercise of our episcopal 
I uni 11 ons and ministry,—once more we say, 
Stif/tvi tihc/’it iiM/i/c ,ij tanf'tn. Now 
1 he time ha .r come, and we shall duly speak. 


' And now, C) most helmed sons, do we 
Address these words to )ou, but not as though 
I he) were required to reconduct your feet 

Into the paths of rectitude and truth, 

• • • 

for most of you hare never strared awav, — 
* - ' 
bin to encourage juu 10 lollow on 

Stronj^and magnanimous:— Iistote , says 

1 he Scripture to us, speaking of these days, 

F%rUs m halo Truly it Irecomcs 

T s nlj to trample with heroic scorn 
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The fatal records of that impious war 
The powers of darkness waged against your son 1 ■. 
Satqn himself transformed into a false 
'Similitude,—an angel as it were 
Of light,—an aspect full of joy and peace, 

And full of lying promises to you 
Of treacherous felicity. Not here 
Will we repeat, 0 cherished sons of ours, 

The florid blasphemies with winch the Name 
Most Holy of the Crucified was made 
To serve as watchword to incite revolt 
Against a Pontiff ever venerable. 

Did they not even dare to represent 
The holy Sacrament of Penitcn< e 
As in the hands of priests an instrument 
Of fraud and of conspiracy i 1 —were not 
The blackest calumnies sown broadcast by 
These ministers of Belial ?—did they not 
Openly publish doctrines tending to 
Error, and even heresy, and schism? 

Did they not crucify afresh the Son 
Of Cod, and put Him to an open shame? 

And, under cover of a warfare waged 
Against hypocrisy and retrograde 
Movement, stir up the fires of civil rage, 

And seek to fling among our Clergy here 
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(Pat ific, exemplary every way), 

And among the misguided mob, the s^eds 
Of horrible and most pestiferous 
I)i\ isions ? 

‘Now, lleloud, cast away 
1 ar from ;mi, and forget the yen' sound 

horrid words like these, whose blasphemies 
Offended e\en the least ]>ious ears ; 

()r ret oiled them only just so far 
As to bring bai k a salutary thrill 
Ol pleasing horror, as if, saved yourselves, 
biu heard foul maledictions far away, 

< >r cr) mg out of the Internal Pit. 

Nor should the fine < oiveits of patriotism— 
b\ whii h was sought to smooth th’ enormity 
Of these excesses, and to lure away 
The simple in a snare, and to inflame 
The multitudes, awaken, () Beloved, 

Any haiku mati<*n in your minds. 

Jkwarejest any man spoil you, Saint Paul 

, • f 

■Vays, through philosophy and vain deceit, 

Afl?r traditions , not of Christ but men. 

(I he Second of Colossians, and eighth verse.) 
The love of Country is a holy thing, 

^t en in the first place*, one accords to God 
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The love and honour that we owe to Him ; 

’And when we duly have observed fdts laws, 
Wiped are all chanty, and which are placed 
“Within the sacred < ustody alone 
Of His Most Holy Vicar, Pope of Rome, 

And of fiis Bishopsbut these holy things 
Arc not to be dragged sacrilegiously 
Through taverns, market-places, public haunts, 
With impious and profane apostasy, 

Insulting to Saint Peter and the Church, 

These laws command the ru h to help the poor 
And to give alms : and also they command 
The poor, by their hard labour to relieve 
T'hcir own distresses, or at least to hear 
Tlv allotted burdens without discontent. 

But, 0 Eternal Clod 1 what have we heaul! 
What doctrines desolating, tending to 
Destruction of all order, and all bonds 
Civil and social, dinned into our ears 
By truculent conspirators! Instead 
Of the mild precepts of die Gospel lore, 
Compelled to listen to the blandishments 
And wiles, addressed to baser passions, roused 
And flattered, and excited to a pitch* 

Of wickedness, which (if it .had not been 
For God, and for the intercessory 
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Which snaps each curb, ami leaves the mind q^p 
To every breath of < hance, and hHs the soul 
Downwards from depth to depth of the abyss, 

Till it sends up at last the awful cry 
There is no God. Never let us depart 
From that philosophy of Gospel truth 
Alone infallible: and let us be 
True and good Catholics, then shall we be 
True and good citizens; let us fulfil 
With a clear conscience every duty here 
Belonging to our station ; let us love 
Our country with a reasonable lore; 

Let us be zealous after all good works: 

—So shall we rise to all desirable 

Felicity; and let us vanquish all 

Ill-regulated passions,- then Tall we 

Have vanquished our most fierce and impious foes 

1 For all these blessings, 0 Beloved, we pray 
To God for you, and with all ferventness, 

l 

Our pastoral benediction we confer 
Upon you, from the fulness c four heart. 

‘ Delivered from our archiepiscopal 
Palace, Bologna, under our own hand, 

The T hird of August, Eighteen Forty Nine. 
(Signed) Carlo Oppizzoni, Cardinal,' 
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\\ i Milt] In a ] A a te a m I n Iviui; . ,n 

• • • 

\ml that the law . t < It -t.t t a al 

• ^ 

Should not l>e put m ton , to intt r 1. it 
And .11! da: nine pta.sts o( llolo^na allied 
A se. n t dm Hint nt to th;. t lit t t . 

(4 know their names,—1 will not write them do 
H« rj- on tins ..aee that Hears the name <A him). 
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But the three priests of Hungary refused 
To put their hands to it: and they were seen 
To pass out weeping 

\ 1st 1 he u known, 

That the Archbishop took no part in these 
i’roi codings, neither gave consent, nor jet 
Caine foiwutd with a protest ; spoke no word 
To save him or deslioy him ; but stayed still, 
And waited patiently to see the end 

Now, to Hor/howski’s uimmons m due time 
Arrived the answer of the (Cardinal. 

‘ Acce pt, your l'ACellene\, our best thanks 
Tor your most eourteom and most gnu mus note 
Received, coneernmg the seditious monk 
Called Ugo Basse In the Church's name, 

Of Which Unworthy representative 
I here abide, I gratefully express 
My satisfaction at dehvetmg him 
\\ ithout conditions over to the arm 
Of military jurisdiction.—More,— 

Under great obligation we shall fee' 

If you will only take upon yourself 
The punishment which at our hands is due 
To him. Not only has he joined himself 
With Garibaldi, when he’lately raised 



(\,o /-.I: vs/ 


A •< i> u \uli .man. ■!>!.< I’.iji ( , 

\\iul Is ./< /u^ > i V 1 'I'ltJuimu .111 
I ’>ni has Kin !■ >ng >>! >t'.i >' . a s i.. i.- lu ri . 

\s a dot hi 1 n i anil .i tii u i i , 

\ I ftf l ’I t III Hill' 1 II I ' i l :i )! i '.I I’ ! Ill I : 

° Hi m. ,iii 1 1 11 1 t ' )i i -I i\ 1 1 ' 1 i 11 !\ \ i ' i!,i In 

< M i i > 1111111 a} | h i >) i)i In 1! i < 11 .i i ^ii iih 11: , 

Kill H!H nt tllosi Wiiii M.ll t ! 1 C ‘ I 111 III'. In . 

< )l s\ iii j i.i 1 1 1 \, and uuii! iln\ uii'k im. mil, 

And sin i i uii In 'In i 'h ulii • in dr-tii 

\'| all .1 'in III n L111 j || || II \ I i! Ill' , 

In a m.1 1 ii mil', i i hi! i .H if I H hi m_I 

I ui litc 'iHiinl ii'" liini' lli.il would ,i\i llii i 

W itii l.illu fh ind111u' n' i tm tin ir 'ill.. 

11 .id ii not ln'i n Ini the fit 11 '!«•>itH \ 

And i n iiilili ' i 'I tin ( !itin li in tin :c l.r t )< .i 

11 c would not Ail' Ini n lit* .u l.u^c so Ion. 
The hi ftlr ui tin ' miun' h.i a (no!, 

And know . it non. I < h.i h id that U) lean' 
Uyi'leasuytl), mifi old. i was restored, 

In a sate corner ol Saint Anj&d'fj - 

• • 

And so encouraged him, he was a fool 
And nothing worse, hut tins notorious man 
W ith his smooth lace, and his n!ti< lousifesS,, 
.^nd 1 1 e 1 11 .imi'iii; the |vior, and talk of < firnt, 

II a • I /veil a tii' it li and scandal '<> the Uiur<h 
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Tliis long time past, - and in jiarticular 
Being horn in it, this diocese of nv'nc 
He has infested like a croaking frog 
When one would sleep at night, and Been to 1 
A perfect Blague ul lvgypt. I am glad 
You nave him now; and for his punishment 
We owe you many favours ; and he sure 
The Chun h will ask no reckoning at your hai 
Bor any Blood of his ; — do what you will. 

The sooner done the Better- But take care 
It Be done quietly these dangerous times 
For in Bologna is Ins very name 
A watchword, and the very stones would rise 
To rescue, if thev guessed at harm to him 
And as you know, though not so well as I, 
(Who, meeting only with ingratitude, 

Have laboured long among them for their goc 
The people of this city are penersc, 

And deadly, not to be dealt lightly with,— 
The most stiff-necked, indomitable race 
In Italy. But I have trust this tune, 

That with God's blessing all will yet go well, 

And peaceably; -and most sincerely hope 

No interruption nor unpleasantness 

Is likely to occur, to interfere 

With your most gtanous visit promised me* 
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This evening which I have looked forward to 

ft 

With liveliest emotions of delight 

Anticipated, and have sjjared no pain? 

To make my poor and unpretending house 

Worthy the honour you confer on it. 

My chief has promised to surpass himself 

In beccaficos, which your Excellency 

Was pleased to praise*last time; and I myself 

Make it my own peculiar care to see 

That the Lachryma Christi perfectly 

*Be in condition to ensure from you 

A generous commendation. I may say, 

Between ourselves, that that French company 

Which you remember, which you said yourself 

Was the best entertainment you have seen. 

Have promised their most choice performances 

At my particular and private place 

Of residence (Saint Michael's Bower, outside 

The gates, by the Certosa), where we two 

Can retire later, and amuse ourselves, 

* 

*And no one be the wiser. I remain 
Tour Excellences humblest servant, and 
Devoted friend, Bedini, Cardinal.’ 

Having impatiently glanced over this, 
Gorzhowski growled,-,.—‘What do I care for all 
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This long time past, —and in particular 
Being born in it, this diocese of mine 
lie has infested like a croaking frog 
When one would sleep at night, and been to nu 
A perfect Blague of Egypt. I am glad 
You nave him now, and for his punishment 
We owe you many favours ; -and be sure 
The Church will ask no reckoning at jour hand 
For any blood of hisdo what you will. 

The sooner done the better; but take care 
It be done quietly these dangerous times 
For in Bologna is his very name 
A watchword, and the very stones would rise 
To rescue, if they guessed at harm to him 
And as you know, though not so well as ], 

(Who, meeting only with ingratitude, 

Have laboured long among them for their good,) 
The people of this city are perverse, 

And deadly, not to be dealt lightly with,— 

The most stiff necked, indomitable race 
In Italy. But I have trust this time, 

That with God's blessing all will yet go well, 

And [teaceably ; and most sincerely hope 

No interruption nor unpleasantness 

Is likely to occur, to interfere 

With your most gracious visit promised me* 



t <ii 1 


Tlii'. mmiy ; —ulm h 1 luvi Imikcd tnrw.ud to 

With hv ehi st emntmiis of di light 

Antu ipated, ,iiul lu\i‘ span it nn ]».nns 

I u nuke m\ |.< >< >r and iinpu n tiding lumse 

Woithv tin honoiit mil i miti t oil it 

My i IikI ha-, pioinisid to sutpass him .ill 

1 n 1 ic< i a In os, u ha li \ i ivn 1 \i e!le m v 

Was phased to j u .n so* la -l turn , ami 1 mvsilf 

Make it my i ift ll |ni ill la i i ale to si e 

That the l,u hrumt ('linsti ]h-i!• < tl\ 

He in <imilitiou to i nsiire horn v.,: 

A gem rolls i onimenil.ition I m.n sav, 

Uetwei n ourselves, ll,at that 1 t. n< h i oiupanv 
Whu h \iill reiiieniliet, whu h yuu '.aid yaftirse|| 
Was the lust i M< rlainim nt \ou h.ivt 'a t n, 
Have promised their most i hou i pciloriiiain cs 
At ur. partu ular and private ]dm e 
Of rt side me ('saint M u ha< 1 s llomr, outside 
Idle piles, By the Oertosa), whin we two 
dan retire later, and amuse ourselves, 

\nd no one lie the wiser I remain 
Tour l'\< ellenof s humhhst servant, and 
Devoted friend, Bedim, Cardinal ’ 

Having nnjmtientl) glanred over tills, 
Gor/howski growled,^ ‘What do 1 (are for all 



U<JO BASS1 


His quarrels ? Heretic or orthodox, 

It is all one to me. Italian priests 

() 

Are one as good as another. —Of the twe 
This stubborn fellow who hates me as well 
As I hate him, each for our country's sake, 

Is worth as much as this devoted friend, 

W ho would [Hit poison in my wine to-night, 

If he but dared. Why should 1 be the cloak 

For his Impocrisy, and steal away 

For his amusements? I am not ashamed , 

1 have no character tor holiness 
To keep or lose; and if I choose to have 
His players practise m the public streets, 

It shall he done. But I am glad to learn 
That the good people of Bologna make 
So great a favourite of this monk of theirs. 

I have a grudge to pay them ; they shall have 
The pleasure now of seeing how I serve 
Such holy friars. But there shall be no time 
For brewing mischief.’ 

On the instant men, 
lie ordered out ten thousand infantry 
To take possession of the gates and streets, 

And keep tile way ; and that the prisoners should 
Be carried through the city to the place 



I t,0 /vLs.s'/* 

Ot e\et tiiion, and all it:n>>mm\, 

-'p Kl"iis and assassin*, laid an them 

1 dm, through the gate* tin \ 1 1 1 !k t \ rolled out, 
And passing lluough lh> 1'oita Mamolo, 
klohg 1 1 k ■ si h (t s hear il % < lan a out me, 

W as -,’ationi d in tin t oi pi i, i.| thi m jua1 1 
I 111 t .union I'omtin. down tin I umili.l hiu 
And tin it, along the 111 id< 1 k ol tin ■ tn t is, 

1 he < a\ a It \ In gan to ' hat a war, 

\nd look u |' thill pi Oil ion, routing ill. i r 
And on tin hum and !>umih oj tin town 
\n ,i\\ fill ihM itt nli oilUaii ss m i nil d to tall 
And all the d\\i lh i . hum 11 1 ’ an adi s and i units 
in gan t> i gathei on tin line o| man h, 

I'm e 1 1a 111 lvh.lt should happin, hut piepatS d 
1'or soiiH thing e\ i), and < \| >< ■ ting it 
1 or uifthum' was so dnudlul in tlmsi dap., 

1 )i -.ad, oi ui >ii<ii i fui, a to m i m .liana' 

And uu) dav hn^ught miiik new tragi d 

• • • 

d hi best walked graved, knowing that theunsf Ivt i 
Might 1 ie the next failed out to pia\ their part , 
And the most idle lived in douht and dread 


3,Si 


*M e.m while, up in the Vill.i Spada, spoke 
(ioi/Itowski - ‘One last vliatu e 1 give )<>u now; 
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Pardon, or death make hasteyour hour has come.’ 
And Ugo Bassi answered, ‘We have chosen. 

But grant to us, since we are dying this hour, 

And this world’s strifes are over, one last Boon, 

For lore of Christ who died fm thee and me. 

As we forgive thee, so forgive thou us. 

That we have thwarted thee and made thee sm : 

And let us have the sacraments of death 
Brought to us:—that my friend, and [, and thou 
May eat together, and then part m peace.' 

The Austrian answered, ‘What an impudent 
Proposal! You and I in peace, indeed! 

\ ou think to cheat me so to save jour soul. 

Obstinate as you are, you shall not hare 
Mercy from me for that. Do you not know 
The Cardinal-1,egate has himself declared 
The Church has east you out, and that you are 
A heretic and excommunicate? 

■ are, -on my terms,—but there is left you now 
Only a few more momentsthere shall be 
Neither viaticum nor shrift for you. 

And as my rods have ploughed your flesh, my balls 
Shall crush your bones and batter out your brains, 

And leave your bodies to the kites and crows, 

And send your soul to hell; -and once got there, 
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|Jhe ]>c\il n mere than matt h lor you or rue : ’ 
V'heu Ugo f.ymth snuled. and turned himself 
Towards 1 1 \rauhi, ,|nd remind hands to him; 

And said, ' M\ hioi'n i, we shall dunk no more, 

Of the ti ml ot tin v in , until we dunk it m» 

*1 he \oi, e la lit d, and tin pin lied lips ut l< red not 

I Inn wtie tin ntisoneis 111.111.0 h d with 1 olds, 
l’l.lt itl in .1 1 .11 1 . and ‘ allied 1 10111 the doors 

Of \hlla Spain downw.uds to the town, 

# 

Upturn llu s*|ii,nlrons o) the i.nulit . 

'1 he muflled dmnis I u at up a lure ml man It 
1 left it e tin III, and InSgli , Ooi/howski lode. 

In wait loi ins last ' pp 0 1 unity 

So tint mmol an and tr.Hn 1 an 1 the town. 

Went down one Ion.; in d, ant! another one. 
Strath ls.11.1. towards I lie furthet pin , 

\nd I'gn ltass, , fat e, without the smile, 

\\ ilh the faint It| is, and lirows of agony, 

l’^sSed through *he < H> , ■ and tin murmurs grew, 

‘Not (l.y 1 baldi-' no-- hut tin >se who last 

• • 

Were seen with him,' and still the rumours grew 
Until at last a 1 ry rose smith nly 
Along the streets, - ‘ It is hmtse'f' out*friend; 
^Our townsman, Ugo liassi ' and at once 
Tlx; here tjti0 knss- of tin Roinagnole 
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Darted upon the truth, and thcv knew all. 

And when they saw the Iteautiful pure face. 

Faithful unto the last for Italy, 

Carried between them, with its sat red seal 

Of silence through its last extremity, 

Withou f an answer to the yearning eyes 

Now,-any more than to the cruel hands,— 

The passion of the people broke aloud 

Hopeless, and helpless.—they had got no amis, 

(Gor/howski searched the town two months befoie, 

) 

And carried forty thousand muskets off 
To Mantua); and they had got no tune, - 
Women and children, a defenceless crowd, 

Hut casting off all fear and all restraint, 

Sobbings and imprecations filled the air, 

Wild cries for vengeance rising over them , 

Until beneath the shrill and raving stoim, 

At last Gor/howski shivered as he rode,— 

Hell-lhe of hisses raking him all down 
The long streets opening into logger ones, 

Lined with the curses broken loose at last. 

Not one, not a thousand, hut the whole great town, 
Men, mothers, babes, a countless multitude,-— 
More terrible because the trampled hands 
Had never a helper left them now but God. 
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^ Sinn k min -ill in i. Ik- rude i mU- and toiled. 

Anil <lvs]u yiif in ' *• mi|'i;%in h u net. 

Hilt (hough the |'i i_ U In ti >1 l | an*! Un aim 
Wellllhl till l . I \ .ill .till , I I 1 .! I il .ill'll 

i 

Ml lie ' [III! k I \ , $11(1 U ,1 i -III I I | I I. Il 1 n II III' 

I he\ n ell kni 8 n li.it ii tt h had I’iSm I" iIn m 

Al><nit ,i mik' "U! ! 'li tlx < ii\ ..'.iif, 
l'oi l.t I ".u. i, lu • I In Ink 'll In !il , 

Ami i li'i' e In - nil/ 1 1 In i I In ( 111 Ht i r \, 

( uIhvi, tn 'in \u In,ml A [lie well". 

| he Mount n| i m.ml .ilmif it, with in- < him li 

Mill [until I) t" gl'i tile [III en.f] I is' li 1 1 
Sale < omhn I to ' mi I .t<l\ "I u.mit 1 tike, 

Stands tin a l,-M.i(lti.uik nmmi null's mm' 

1; i i|i mu, i km m . it mil . dieic I s no i lull I 
|t,,m in I’h A am t hut shall know tin j >l.i< e 

\nd tlieie tin \ lull'd. | <asf (he wailing timings. 

' • * 

Mid there t!u\ loirmd a s'|u.irc of mt.intrv . 

• ' 

Anil then there mis a siletur, very short , 
And’tben dm e \nllns rang nut, one In one, 
Through the still, siiltr) air. Bologna •heard, 
*Mid knew that all "a s mer 
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After that, 

Gorzhowski cleared the streets, and suffered none 
To show themselves abroad again tiiat da\ 

They dug a grave, and threw tlie'bodies in, 
just where they fell, and hardly co\ered them 
But the next morn, as if by nura< le, 

The cruel mound had blossomed into wreaths,— 
Clusters of summer-snowing stars in heaps 
On glossy trailing leaves, and roses red 
As any Dorothea sent her friend. 

And night by night the grave lay fresh in flowers, 
In spite of all the Austrian aims trould do. 


But who shall utter of that day’s despau, 
Through all Bologna, as the hours went on? 
The cry rose up fiom all the populace ; 

‘He saved others from the perishing: 
Himself he did not save ' ’ 


Yea, didst not save 
Thyself, 0 Ugo Bassi, from the'eross 
Of pain, and death, and man’s last cruelty ! 

But God did save thee, and did shelter thee 
From all dishonour and from all despair, 

From any falling off of fahh in Him, 
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<.(>r hope in man ami gaxe due tin desire, 

lo die as thou had?t Ined. lor lou ol low 

* 

'd hat ol Hie others, ulna that mournful day 
I amhd w ith (iur iluldi ? Nothin innic # 

Than tlim is known of most ol tin.m, that they 

Were nexci seen attain '1 he uvu na-lo • 

• 

l'.ngtllled them ; tliev wu* hunted on the hills, 
Starxed in the fort Ms,, slain In hloodx hands, 

Killed In wild beasts, de'omed, 01 hit to he 

• 

Unhuricd, they were s< a 11 e 11 < 1 m the wilds. 
They perished • will not (lod renieinher tin m ‘ 

And in those same da\s pi iisln d \njt< A 
lluinetti, and his two sons, i tnelly 
Slain In the Austnans, - toiturid, as some sax. 
And alts r, muidert d ; Imt ! lias e iik I in me 
W ho knew the \ery manner of their deaths 
Thou, Angelo the Roman, didst not miss 

The palm of jijgi Is, hut tin y say in Ronn , 

• • 

Down the Ripetta, where he dwt It lafore, 

• § 

Ciceruat t hio is not really dead, 

lluf only lost in prison, it may he, 

I he more the pity, hut he will <am* ha* k. 

Jle did not say good hye to them, Ins house 
standing ready forlorn, and they conic 
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Morning and evening there to look, and ask, 

If in meantime he has arrived at home. 

And when the floods rise, and the poor are driven 
Out of their homes to gather shelterless, 

Or irUhe winter when the meal is scarce, 

They *rsk each other, Will Madonna send 
CicfcruaccYtio back to us to-day ? 

And never have they given up hope of him. 

But Garibaldi knows that he is dead, 

And told me so. 

And on the eighth of August, the same day 
And the same hour that Ugo Bassi died, 

Anita died in childbirth, in the arms 
Of Garibaldi, and her child with her. 

And Garibaldi dug a grave himself, 

And buried them, alone, within the depths 
Of the pine-forest, near the murmuring sea. 

Then Garibaldi, broken-hearted, passed 
Across the rivers, and the forests, to 

r 

Ravenna: and this marvel came to pass,— 
That in those dreadful darkest days of all, 

He, with the face that no man could mistake. 
With a king's ransom set upon his head, 

His own life forfeit, and each other life 
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Of whom should harbour him but for an hour, 
Outlawed, and limned, And excommunicate 
With the whole forces yf the Empire set 
Upon each byway and each house for him, 

Careless of life himself, and biohen down, 
l)id*single-handed and unharmed pass through 
The utter breadth of Italy; and passed 
Again across the mountains by the way 
Of Tuscany; and into Genoa 
Entered at last, a solitary man, 

The only one of all that company 

'That had sunived; —and there his countrymen 

Received and welcomed him with one accord. 

J3ut no one ever saw him smile again. 

Rut at the time I came to Genoa, 

The King of Piedmont's Government, hemmed round 
IJy Powers that hated Freedom and the Name 
Of Italy, dared harbour him no more. 

So they commanded him and all of lus 

• * * 

Out of their coasts and cities to depail. 

Then, seeing that my native land no more 
Would yitld me any spot of hers whereon 

I might have shelter, I, enforced to flee, 

• 

Sought Garibaldi for a counsellor. 

And hc # directed me to find my way 
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To England, where he said I should he safe, 

The only refuse left inviolate. 

And lie set me on hoard an English ship ; — 

Hut sailed himself out to Ameru a. 

So I to London < amt', and have dwelt there 
AH the davs unu-, the dark and doleful daw 
And l haw seen Ma//.un one: l 1 nine; 

Hut he is changed, and grev, only the e\es 
Are glorious like the eyes that lighted Koine. 

Hut little (an he do to sueeour me, 

And little tail I do to help nnself. 

Here lire 1 m a land that ne\ei knew 
How fair the smiling of the sun i an he , 

Alone,- m squalid powrtv and rays, 

Amid the roaring of the disin.il sin i ts, 

And fog, and dripping ram, and 1 old at nights 
And have hut one hope left to live upon, - 
'That death will take me soon, and I shall see 
l> oneo mote 

(And heie I will note down 
Some things I have heard mik e at vanotis times. 
Concerning those who brought about his death.) 
A few weeks after, Venice, too, had fallen, 

And the last spark was trodden out, beneath 
The iron heel of Atistri'a, on our soil. 
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And then, for his distinguished services. 

And signal n^erits, an*d heron zeal, 

Was Geneial lioi/hywski hind to 
1 hi 1 place ot honour mil all his pi eis ; 

And tormalh appointed to the post 

tie had hun pious! 01 noitln to adoin, ■ 

\s Ciovt 1 imi ol \ 1 1111 e Ills n-V aid 

\lid added diunit\ mi \u 11 011 him, 

- lielmed as min h as i \ 1 1. \h m< e now 
I les \er\ <juit t im<!t na nth Ins hand, 

A s a Omni \ H dale 1 1 1 1 \ i s » itii him 
I hat slew In 1 had I 1 s 1 a n not kill, he thinks. 
If he lie happ\, let him lie, while u t 
I le imp , - the end is not \ i t < t mu tiu him. 

('animal ()ppi//oin mu , < h d thanks 
That lie has hud so lone, and ontliwd all 
His e’K mies, and s L en the ( lam h pieiail , 

And unmolested in Ins dienitu s. 

Remains a, \\< 11 e\er, taking <are 

To run no Putin 1 risk 1 ol an) -ant, 

• 4 

Ii\ anulimg approa< lung to a life 
()f ,t lion It is good, no (Jotiht, to live ; 

ITpi e: a 11 y whim one is not quite sure 
What may tome aftei death 



L \;0 IlA.ssl 


That other one, 

Bedini,,has a look within his eyes 
Asdf the wolves were after him .—and he, 

For all In', silk, and down, and costly wines, 

And the fair chambers at Saint Ma lueiS Bower, 

» 

Sleejb ill at nights they say, and liightens thosi* 
W'fio watch beside him 


Ugo, my Ugo 1 


But thou slcepe*! well,. 


No one dares to speak 
'There openly, hut there is a report, 

That on the day of Ugo Bassi's death. 

Two officers at the head quaiters then- 

W ere broken of their rank, and sent disgiat ed 

To Mantua. Because, as it is said, 

d'he one who should have given the word to lit<• 

Would not, or could not do it , and the next 

In turn refused; and they had need to find 

A third. He was promoted speedily. 


Also when the authorities perceived 
That Ugo Bassi's grave-Became a shrine 
Of pilgrimage, where thousands day by day 
(fame weeping, and in mourning, carrying wreaths 
And likewise that they tried to hear away 
Hts body to some place of sepulture 
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When.' nu one should disturb them hi their tears, 

It was resolved, to stop ijisnirlum :es 

1!\ being beforehand with them And one night 

I lie bodlt s sei'ielh wen damn tied, 

» 

\nd t hi rled in a |<l,u i uhn h no one knew, 

In’the < eitosn \ aiums tumours lose, 
lilll Due will i i It,on . till i k Ui t ti II 
IiU< some lunds it "us not mean' for, tmm 
I hi t .1 1 1 11 r al I led] til to till l'opi . 

U ith pious t itist.ii lion ti limy linn 
1 low things had In i n at t after d. and add my that 
! hi thills had In ett i Ih i ted with all i an 
And ■ in uuispei tion and that it was thought 
lit most, that Cg" Itjssi's Inends themselves 
1 (ad i oine In niyht, and stoh n him away , 

Whit h for tin moment pm died their minds, 

And soon, lv hoped, the suiijiu I might he Snipped 


]'hg s.une .illustrimts prelate, at the time 

<)f Ugo s e'fi ntion and tin friend's, 

* > 

Wrote formalh to nofifv tin same 
To the Commission of the Roman State>, 
Taking ottaston to dn Lire as well, 

That neither he, nor the Most Km incut 
Arehlvdtop had had intimation given 
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Them previously of the deplorable 
Occurrence. 

Also I have heard it said 
'That, underneath his garment, on his heart, 

They found the poem I had seen him write, 
Unfinished, pierced with balls, and soaked with btood ; 
And' 1 some one took it, and delivered it 
Secretly to his friends for payment given ; 

And that they keep it hidden. But these things 
Who knoweth ? There is silence of the grave 
Throughout the length and breadth of Italy. 

Yea, and I too have come unto my doom 
For thy sake, Italy, and most for thine, 

My master, who didst open me the way. 

I, only following by a glorious fare, 

Found that it led through waters and through fires, 
Through wildernesses, to the dark—the dark ; 

Who might have now been lying in the thyme 
Unvexed by any trouble of the ’ ’orld, 

Upon the sweetest of the Southern hills. 

I left them :—nothing now remains to me 
But this, that I was once a son of thine, 

O Italy, the land where Ugo lies. 

Remember when thou countest up thy lost, 

That I was one of them ! Nay, Italy, 
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jjjgfjouklxt thou rememoer > Have I not been told 
^*hatItaly,is dead,*is dead, at last ? % 

She has not breathed, or stirred since Ugo^died. 

He v\.is the last whose blood was shed for her.* 


1 luve endured (wo umteis in tin s land, 

In hunger, and in hardship, and alone; * 

And have not now much left in me of life. 

1 have met many exiles like myself, 

Hut not another from the South, like me; 

• 

\ nd sot m. ol tin in have dad sue r I i a me lie’re. 


\ ' t I havi h.nl t-ona * ij.n t loi one flight, 

W lit n 1 had (o - ol .ueilr loi ma n\ I anus, 

Mono w illiui 11 ix 1 1 .ii k and unptv imin, 

I hulk mil 1 in jut v ol Ins i i in 1 i ml, 

I la, \ mum ol it haunted ini , and too 

loo plain, too fajt at, I In. tom and bleeding lit ■ 1 1 , 

I la mangled limbs, the bun r unslakul thir.t, 

1 lie n mli i hinds, so vi-a d to ininisiei 

I O eve rv la ed ol utile Is, hound and burned, 

» ^ 

And belpli s, m tie ir ag’ m\ and 1 

We pi, and wept on, and felt in) la art would break 

And then into inv room there < amc-wr light, 

And in the* light r. f.u e was < lose 1 o me, 

And lo, it was my logo's very self 
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And lie himself was standing at my side ; 

And smiled as if no pain had ever wrung 
The lovely lips, and leant, and spake to me: 

; Why weepest thou for me, who lovest me? 

1 trusted God : He gave )ne my desire ; 
lastev, and I will show thee of my heart. 

Christ laid a blessed yoke upon my youth, 

To follow Him among his poor and sad, 

And 1 was happy, but not utteily 
Sometimes the way was weary to my feet, 
Sometimes the world rang hollow to my voice. 

And sometimes when I smiled my heart was sore . 
Anti the dull days and toilsome round became 
A weariness and burden to my soul; 

And I thought of the Rose of late, shut fast for me 
Ilut in my dreams beheld another Rose 
Fairer and redder, Rose of Martyrdom, 

Set high above me, on the Tree of Life. 

And when not daring to look up, I saw 
That Christ Himself went up and gathered it. 

And held it out to me, then 1 abashed 
Drew hack, replying, " Nnv, I.oul, not for me ' 

And yet that dream came to me many times. - - 
God mad*; a miracle, and gave to me 
This flower for keeping, Garibaldi’s life. 

And Italy's deliverance w-and He said. 
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• “ (lose fast thy hand upon », »mle they tear 
I><h 1\ fiom syul, ’ ,i)ij I had my dfsnr.. 

And for that passage whali so hurts thy bea;t, 
because thou lot's! me o\er tenderly, 
believe me that 1 think no more ol it 
*Hun a mother, when she heats her lul,c> first <tv 
'I hulks ot her sortow Shall \u wear out p.lhns, 
And pay no pme tor them ■' I do not sav 
'I hat it was nothmy—(iod In Ip etery soul 
That joines to si 11 h an hom ' hut I thank Him 
1 or prate tom loafed to me to hold fast my Rose 
U ith all its thorns, through those tempestuous gates 
Of mortal sorrow, drowning e\cr\ sense 
In seas of anguish dnven wa\e on wa\c 
In tore a i ..1,1 salt wind that on the t old 
I'auit brow and t losed eyes still blew bithtly, 

Out of the deeps ol darkness, through the still 
Faster o'ersweepmg of the waterfloods, 
fast sight or sound, past counting of the tune, 
l’ast all rememlyrmg, all forecasting sense, 

1’ast pram—one hour for that, one hour for this, - 

^ * f 

I his, that had conn to hr, “ This is their hour 

Now' and the power ol darkness,"~so I held, 

« 

Clasping, as slupwrct ked fingers clasps spar 
•After all sense has swooned out of the brain, 

IV one sole word, NMw ncter else but Now • - 



i\;o HAs.^i 


When |c»' the tossing teased, and suddenly 
I km w tjie harbour, and a golden liyht 
Roiyid me, and kind liguds helping rne in slime, 

'’And mv Rose sale. — Na\, never weep lor me ’ 

» 

And if thou mmirnest am, mourn lor her 
Who shed at the same hour for the same laith 
In (lariIialdi s aims, be< ause hei pain 
W as more than mine, and she had loss besides 

‘ Wait but a little 1 I nut ted I thee not 
The things that aie helote , that thou and 1 
l>id suffer not in tain for. Not m \am.' 

And m the sooty dattn I woke alone. 

Ami every day I wake alone, and know 
No joy ol hie w ill < <nne again -- ( ) ( Tin g 
I cannot re.u h thee, I am tg'lu uain 1 
Thou sentest om e Th\ Saint to su< e our me 
In my extremity , and when he left 
Me in this world, he left me m 'thy < li.yge. 

Now therefore for his sake remember ills; 

And be Tin self my Friend tli.it he is gone 
Though in this world I mat not see Thy Fare— 
This world that must be dark for me till death 
Vet through the darkness hold me by the hand, 
That whi'ii I meet him, I*ma\ meet Thee too. 
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N mi i . i S ;<> 

Iw>K the .md ilu'jus-sinn < *f this midnight, 

1 piani I h\ nanu . 1 une'llui thanks, () ('hris^ ’ 

I lion that IuM iuith<i failed me mu foisaken, 

# I hroUL'h these hard hum * w 1 1!i \i< tot\ o\erpiu (. d 

Now that I too of fin passion ha\e partaken, 
l oi tlu wnild - s.iki < alh d, i h < teal, sa< nfu ed 

1 hou wast aloiu through I h\ n d« mption \ i^il, 

’1 In fru nds had lh d 

1 he an*K 1 at the e. n d < n fi<»m I Ik e par tt d. 

\nd u ililude mst( ad. 

More than the s< oin^e. < a cross, O tender heaited, 
h n<h r the i rown of thorns bou< d down I liy hca< 

Rut I, jmtd the torture, and the tauntme, 

I ha\e had ’iTifc ’ 

I lit hand was holding tin hand fast and faster. 

Thy voire was close to me, 

And idorinus c\cs said. ‘ hollow me. thy Master, 
.Smile as I simie thv faithfulness to see ’ 
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To do Thy will; 

Between the flesh and spirit put po sever am c. 

( 'Xkv\. \ might, all fulfil; 

Given me grace to strike the land's deliverance. 
Given me strength to suffei and be still 


Naples is glad because her king has fallen 
( Hy mv hand Inst , 

Take home the lesson Id thee, faithless warden' 
The foremost and the worst. 

Who makest of this lovelv land, God s garden, 

A nation violate, eoriupi. a< i urst 


This light hand, wasted now i>\ knife and furnace. 
Struck home the blow ; 

Whether he die to-night or he recover. 

This and no more thev know, 

To follow me one hundred are sworn over. 

Whose names they would tear from me ere l go 

Follow me all, and fear not, O mv brothers. 

For this ye see , 

I who passed first confirm \ou bv this token. 

Stronger than thev are we ; 

For cord, and fire, and steel to me have spoken. 
And none have had an answer out of me. 
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s « not the air still sickened with the scorching 
Of flesh fronj l)one ?* 

\s not the from,stt'vpes on sUtpes nnslac^ened 

soli dripping to the stone? 

1 n.. nod .it Lot, >,M h linili tails bupsed aiuf hi,likened 
<ni.i a .til'iVnniLi to iglu of fne al.nn' 

Master, inn lieutts i.in ..tie us as thou spakest 
1 la\e 11 km not spent 

Ml 111:;fit then liheimost on me tmholp. n ? 

Ik hold im Is .(is lent 

\iu 1 hroki n , lint .imonu the \iilunds mile open 
\ e mil not find a liroken sa< lament 

.H\ die deed done, In Intone overniasteied, 

And death onilu.ivi d, 

1'I >r I- 'o r tri III) if Hjfal and dishoneutr. 

'soul, thou this n.eh: are saved ' 

Italia, with the purple robe upon her, 
shall know me faithful In these si ars engraved. 

' sp.ued byt till sunrise else would Heath foiestall us, 
M> ri dullest : 

Vea, all their worst is done, they cannot keep me 
Now, should they do their best, 
li.jek from the gates of Paradise, nor steep me 
Inyniy healing balm of*earthly rest. 



02 


hi/, ''/ft o 


Sunrise ' and it is summer, and the morning 
W aits glorified 

An hour lienee, when the tool 1 1 ear rose cloud gatheis 
About heaven's eastern side, 

< 

And dmvn' the a/tire grottoes alien' the bathers 
l.oose tke tired lintlis. a Imeh Iiet,l 11 will glide 

hold altoi told the winding a,lees of opal 
The sands will dn>an , 

And alien the morning star amid dm [h oat 1 v 
Light ot the east goe-s di a\n, 

Then my star shall arise, and late and earlv 
Shine lor a jewel m the Master's i man 

Ma//mi, Master, singer of the sunrise 1 
Knowest thou me 

1 held th) hand ome, and the summei lightning 
Still of th) smile' 1 see , 

Me thou rememherest not amidst the heightening 
Vision of (lad, and ot (lod's Will to lie. 

Hut thou wilt hear of me, Hv noon to-morrow, 

And henceforth I 

Shall be to thee a memory and a token 
Out of the starry sky ; 

And when my soul unto thv soul hath spoken, 
Enough, - I shall not wholly pass nor die. 
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• Italia, when thou i oiliest to thy kmu.ttom, 

Keinembi^ me 1 

Me, who on tin-' th) night ot shame ami sorjow 
W as si ourged iml slain with thee , 

Me who trjion tin n sinrei lion nmnmv 

Shall stand among tin sons hi st<!< tin tnee 

• 

shall thou not la< ori'-Man mdt.nl, () Mnthei, 
Knthioned ot ah, 

|o t fie tun Id's \ Mon as to ours now onh, 

* At Id am !< a Iss tilital . 

Around tine eat her • d all tin lost and lonely 
\iid lo\al ams, that failed not at tin i all, 

Wall goldi n hie, <a \ inlet tol ie ol mi nil nine', 

< >r hattk si ar, 

And one shall stand more riorums than the other ,, 

He ot tin Morning Star, 
h hosi l.ii i lights all tin.' lay es of his leothers, 

Out of tin sil\ t i\ northern land afar 

• « 

Hut grant to me tin re, unto all lirlioltkrs, 

• 4 

Hare to the shies. 

To stand with bleeding hands, and feet, and shoulders, 
And raj-t, unflim lime ewes, 

And linked lips, yielding to the question-holders 
Nor meanings, nor besetr lungs, nor rejdies. 



AG ESI LAO MI LA SO 


Is the hour hard? Too soon it will be.over, 

Too sweet, too sore ; 

T he arms of Death fold over me with rapture, 
Life I new not heretofore ; 

Heaven will be peace, hut I shall not recapture 
The passion of this hum, lor evermore. 
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SuiJixn waits :mm! the heat 

* 

Of August, fot the words of doom.—- 
Nirotera and ei.;ht\ men 
Who followed hint are here to meet 
Award of justice - it has come 

1 ollow, and hear the judgment, then. 

/..> t, r <f — an e\il name, 

An mil tiling, a hell on earth ; 

\\ herein no whisper evermore 
(•t hope shall enter ; nor the shame 

Of stripes, and bonds, and brutal mirth, 
lie loosed from life, till life is o’er. 

1 he judjjc and prisoner, man to man, 

Are i^et together, -silent one. 

\\ ith fier\ taco that in its jirime 
I.oofcs from the prison changed and jyan ; - 
W hile speaks the other, having done* 
With life, and trembling at the time, 


1 See Note t. 
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‘My time is past some new time wakes: — 

I am an old man, I am weak, 

I have not seen a fare like )ours; 

And, Idokmg on it, my heart breaks 
For stu b a doom as 1 must speak : — 

I k'now no heart of man endures 

‘ Sue h things as are before toil non. 

I piay you, ere it be too late. 

To seek some nieicy, for the sake 

Of those that love you, and to bow 

Unto the world, and kings, and fate - 
You will not bend, but they can break. 

‘ You that are helpless in their hands, 

Keep your own heart, but speak some word 
Of prayer tor pardon, and submit 

To that strong law which stays and stands 
A rock above the waves unstirred. 

While you are dashed to death on it, 

‘ In vain, in vain and lives of those 
That followed you are east away. 

For them, for you, there yet is grace 

If you will have it.’ The tears rose: 

But answer made Nicotera, 

Standing together face to face, 
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‘Domenico, I '■peak to vou, 

Nut as the |u<lgc who sen'eth mrwi. 

Put a- the man who sriveth (lot! a 

( ,f,d who shall nulls' I>etweet) its two - 
] s,t\, I w ill not, il 1 ran, 

Retrace one step m\ feet have ti<>d. 

‘ Vou serve v i hi r kino, anil it is well ; 
lie hath not tailed von at )ottr need, 
Not yet,— and vou have royal giare. 

We setvc our Clod — and you < an tell 
()ur wages and if tins indeed 

Were all, you have the Ikttet place 

‘Hut we have not been desolate 
()t sin h dm nest comfort mgs 
As hitherto have home us up; 

With one implied Apostolate, 

One trumpet-\oi< e that round ns lings, 
(hie sanguine sai nunental < up 

I 

'And having heard and drunk, nowise 
Can we buf triumph, since Cod's light 
■ 1 lath opened to us Italy’ 

And hath unveiled before our eyes,' 
bar off, and unapproai heal, and bright. 
His last dread angel, Liberty. 
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‘The unseen, unborn face of one 
F,ven, as a mother eherisneth, 
t W h<> knowetli she shall live to bear 
A In five; and most lovely son, 

And yet must die before his breath 
e'pon her lips makes soft the air,— 

‘Though now we suffer for her sake, 

Her living face we shall not see ; 

The throes are come, but not the birth 
For we no more shall writhe and wake, 

And on our graves her foot shall be, 

When she comes down to reign on earth 

All day the hammers last and haul 
Have riveted on feet and hands 
The weight of irons they shall wear 
Through the long dying, and the ),md 
With lettered pairs is filled, and stands 
Nicotera amongst them there. 

1 For this that I have brought you to, 
Children, forgo e me ere we part; 

A font of fire, a whole life's loss 
And yet-1 know that none of sou 
Forgiveth me, but in his heart 
Blesseth me rather, for this cross 
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‘ Through every hour of painful breath, 

Henceforth our souls must carv<? their price ; 
Life's hope is [>ast, life's purpose slays 

Better tl^an life, better than death. 

Is this the li\ing sacrifice : 

God keep us worthy all our days ! 

• 

' The earliest martyrs, the unnamed 
Saints, the forgotten rank and file 
Of (hrist’s uneonquered soldiery, 

L'nder the same ficne suns that (lamed 
(In the same bare and blasted isle, 

.Miffered in lifelong eonstancy. 

‘The same ro< ks echo the same clank 
Of < hams, tlie same taskmaster's stroke, 

\nd grind ol stone, and an\Ts roar. 

(e go to dunk the < up the) (hank ; 

And yet they live, their chains are broke, 

1 heir tnart)rdom has long been o’er, 

‘ be with you 1 For me, they say, 

I go, kept back for such a meed 
As man’s heart failcth him to see: 

'1 herefore forget me not, but pray 
'1 he grace be greater than the need : 

t 

A hat matter, if God go with me! 
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‘No darkness is so deep, but white 

Wind's of the angels through can pierce ; 
Nor any chain such heaps lies m 

But God s own hand can hold it bght, 

Nor is there any flame so fierce 

But Christ Himself can stand therein.’ 

The sunset comes, the guarded rank 

Through thronging thousands of the town, 
Gathered on window, roof, and dooi, 

With heavy step, and ceaseless (.lank, 

To the dark ship is passing down, 

That waits to take them from the shore. 

Ah Saints, the bare and bleeding feet 1 

Ah Christ, the bruised and bleeding hands 1 
Ah God, the pallid faces there 1 

One low long sob goes through the street, 

One passionate curse God understands, 

One bitter agony of prayer. 

A dream of liquid colour! lo, 

'Idle hills that slope into the sea 

Range back from rose to \ lolet 
» 

And melting into indigo, 

In farthest mountain mystery, 

Upon the stainless East are set. 
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I'he fi-lung-Hect at am Imr hold 
Leslie mn, rv< i\ puiplc barge, 1 
1 1 n pmplf shadow on the seas ; 

- In sweeps nl silvet uutwanl lolled,' 1 

• 

d ill points of peail upon the maiee 
Set sail lor the 1 lespt rides. 

Mulwav the Sirens’ Islands niaik 
The blue and glassy wave that Hows 
And chits within the ir < au'ln line . 

Lvmg all i ool and lovs, ly daik 

Au.unst the cloudless U ( st that glows 
I htoiigh depths oi < rutison crystalline. 

I hit tlie hlai k hull is closer mooted 
Against the white shore, motionless 
Ml round, the opal flood of light, 

Beneath the great Black shape obscuicd, 

<Aiders mtenser; is not this 

I'lie verv gate of Heaven in sight ? 

Not yet, not \et 1 Another day. 

O, faithful hearts, take tins for sign, 

That as upon jour agony. 

With unmoved faces on their wav. 

Shine through the sunset the divine 
Lights of Italia's shore and sea,— 
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Some day, hereafter, ye shall gaze 

On them through other eyes tha,'i these 
, Of dry despair;—and happy tears 
Suddenly break forth ‘ Are the days 

t* 

Ended indeed? The skies and seas 
ft re passing, l’ast, with all the years.’ 

The night has fallen suddenly , 

A wind tomes sighing from the seas; 

And they are passed beyond our sight 
And none Nicotera shall see 

Henceforth, though he went not with these, 

He who is shut from life and light. 

For he who was their Chief and First, 

Shall sufTer chief and first of all. 

Hark caverns of < aptivity 
In many an isle they hold, and worst 
Of any, rumour can recall, 

Is Favignana’s, out at sea. 

They say Tiberius hollowed it, 

The year that Christ from Calvary 

Looked down, and said ‘Forgive them, Lord.’ 
It lieth under water, lit 

By such faint daylight shadowy 
As down four hundred steps is (xmred; > 
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town in the heart of naked rock, 

Below ^he sea?.*llut evermore 

Sound through the dank and oozmg.walls; 

l'he chains are rusted in the lock, 

* 

And on the rotting crusted floor 
The centipede and scorpion crawl!. 

This legend on tile’tower alxive 
Is carved ‘ .Si oitm z'iv 4 e 
' .Si due morto' But Death waits: 

And here Nicotera, for love 
Of Italy, through night and day 
hnduves alone, and expiates. 

O Master of the might) hand! 

Who sealest sentetu e with a kiss, 

So that thy doomsmen’s hearts grow light, 

Is the word true? Shall the faith stand? 

Is the work worth such woe as this? 

Can the day recompense the night? 

Thou sendest forth, and dost not spare, 

Thy Best to meet the tyrant’s worst; 

Thou sowest lives for Seed of Life. 

* 

O starry-stern through all despair, * 

Straight on thy course as at the first, 

Where is thine anguish in this strife ? 
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The live pain burnetii like a lamp 
Within tin dark eyes passional. 

It Inn neth to the si )irt an,iv 
It saith, ‘To me the dungeon fillip. 

The last lareuell, the felon's fau, 

» 

Weie nothing —l know mote, and -lav 

• Faring the foreseen doom ye know, 
Through llesh and soul's extremity, 

Fight on, and keep your hcaits alive ' 

1 have gone through where ye must go, 

I have seen [last the agony, 

1 behold (hod in Heaven, and strive ' 
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NOTH.A, pa$j iS 

Jacopo Ruffini was the earliest ami most behned 
Manim’# friends, and was associated with Jilin in his Inst 
sis r<y enterprise for the unity of Italy See ‘ Lite and W’mh, 
of Joseph Ma/ami,’ vol. i. page 331. 


NOTH, B, page dm 

The following is the original text ot this document 

NOTIFICAZIONH. 

CARLO per Ihvmu Mi uruordimit 7 iitolo di S. I.orcuuun 
IAiana dt I Li S. R (. Ptclc Cat dilute Ol'I'l/./OM 
AniVCStOVO dl IldlogHtl. 

mezzo glle turfiolenze, ed ai nvolgimenti i lie atfhsb m 
ion ha guar^queste infclm l’iovinne,c lauufresm ineinona 
iparenta antora I' imfliagtnazione, I’ alTanno die piu d' ogni 
iltro 11 yunse ncl profondo del more tdopo ijudlo die sen- 
tinimo per le saerileghe olfese contro Drozd il suo Vicano) 
a demo dalla crudele c violcnta nccessha del silenzio 
Imperciocche avremrno pur sopratutto dcsnlcr ito di pomre 
alzare la nostra voee di Radne e di l’astoie. > osl )xr rompcrc 
Jgm pietra di j>ci dizione c di scandalo ' nine per runuuverc 1 
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sempliu di spirito cl.i quelle msidie, qnde .ileum uommi, 
poehi per veyo dire di numero, fiia tunttfc piu audau iom- 
mettitori di male, quanto insigniti pur troppo di ordme 
cjclebiabfico, ed obbligati altresi a voto ilaibtiale, \lfl- 
lavano <>gi?l legge, e conpubbliehe c fainutidic deelama/iom 
contamimnano le cosmetize, e eon teonehe ndicole lmll.uit.i 
vano die ogm supiemo potcic non cia die un dono piedhim 
dclle popola/.iom, suscilamlo per tal inodo il disptcgio a 
qualbivoglia dominaztone e bestenuniando, come disse S 
Giuda, ogm maesla -dommationcm spernunt ., mujestatem 
btasphcmanl.— T.cceiatano altiesi di supeibiizKiniJc saero 
sante ed inveterate mabbimc religiose eon cobtunn per lo 
meno equivoci, dtdiiarandnsi ion nnpudtiua maestn di 
morale. Nd certamente u a\rebbe ritemito o il tunme di 
private danno, o il pericolo della nostra \ ita giunta ormai al 
sdoterinme : the ben sappuuno come il buon Pastorc debba 
offerire tutto scstebso in olocausto pel salvamentodelgregge 
alle sue cure aftidato, e voi gi.\ ricorderete come protestammo 
solennemente contro la baldanza de’ ttibti, e come le nostre 
parole fossero aceolte eon impudente dileggtd Petlou he 
memorulaun lato di quell’ ammonimeiito dell' Id eled.ibtu o 
{Cup. 20, v. 7 —Sapiens iau'ldt usque ad icwpus,—c bCienti 
dull’ altio, the le ptovvidenze da Noi nnploratc .1 tant.i 
jattura e gia ripetutamentc prescritte dal Sommo I’onteliee 
(prima che fosse costretto con nefanda audaoa ad e^ire 
dull’ Apostohco Seggio) non si rnandavano ad e|fetto da chi 
avrebbe dovuto procacciame 1 ’adempimento, non altro ci 
nmaneva che di spargere amarissime lagnme tra il ^estibolo 
c l’altare, solo ccyifortati dal pensiero di potere noi pure 
esdamare con 'fertulliano {in apolog. <uh /. gen. cap. 38)— 
nihil est Xobis cum insania cirri .—Ora pero, die il pieftiso 
Iddio ci ha aperti 1 tesori delle sue infinite misericordie, e ci 
ha rimessi nella pienezia di esercuio del nostro vescovile 
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mmisterm, npcteieino- -Sapiens Uucbit usque ad ten, pus-Y . 
quint!i \' indiruziamo, oamaiissinii ti-liuoli, le nostrc parole, 
, c non per r.ronAim a tpiella m.i di leltitud.fke e di verith, 
1 ., rm non vi sicie per l» magg.o, parlr allontana*!, almcno 
per meumam a -tare in Cssa fo.li <• magnar^-AWfe 
forta in M/a f. ccituim-ntc fa <li mcsticri tU calpestare 
, on etona spiezzatura i funcsli neordi <li tpiella sorda ed 
cinfia guerra, ehc fti mossa alle amine \ostrc eon aspctto, 
diremmo quasi, di gioconditlt c di sol.u/o, c ton pitinicssc di 
unagloria c di una fcln ita*menzngncia. Noi qui non ripe- 
teremo, dilcttivumi figlmoh, le fiontc bestcmmie colie qujli 
ncl nonit Sanlissimo del * rocilisso, si bandiva la rivolta 
all' ,Autorit.\ <li un vcntramlo Pontcfire ; si dipingcva per- 
lino conic alto di frantic ed istimnemo di eongiura il divino 
Sagrainento della Pcnitniza, si spargevano (lai ministii di 
Belial le pm ncie caluiiine, si pioclaniavano massime indu- 
i enti all eirore, c tpiasi anrlic all’ ercsia ed alio scisma, e si 
glttlava adtlosso la < roce ai mimstri di ('risto : e sotto velame 
tli (ombatteie I'lpni-risia, ed d regiosso, si attizzava il fuoco 
dclle nibble mill, e fra il nostio Clero, esemplarmcnte 
pacifico, ed i! nnnuto popolo, si \olcvano gittare i senn di 
ornbili t: pestifcie scpara/ioni 

Ora, o Cartssnni, diinenticatc per sino il suono di quelle 
orrende p.uole the nfTesem le mctihic anrhe dei meno pii, 
o hrordatelc soltanto per senprnc nn salutar raccapriccio, 
i oiaoxli unabmtta malcdmone e di un grido d’ Inferno. 

V- i Ix-vroncetti di patria cnrita,ondc si volevano addob 
nre le piii sfoggiate enormezze per cogliere alia rete i sem- 
pin i. e^xtr concitarc le moltitudini, tlebbono, o carissim 1 , 
allucinarc le \ostre mcnti.— I idele, tie guts jaos decipiatper 
phi/osophiam et ittanem fiUaciam, if, undum traditionem ha- 
tninum , et nan secundum Christum —( Coloss . 2. 8 ). L’ amore 
di Patria £ santo quando in prnna si ami coin’ c debiln 
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Iddio e si onoii ; e le legist cli hii, die sono ditto cat 
osservino, le quail posto alia sacia; distodia del Ro 
l’ontefiee e de. \'esCovi non debbon essci tflidotte a bo 
sacrilcgo nolle piazze, nolle ta\emc,e nei i in oh aposta 
eiiqwiniente, eel msultamlo a l’ietio oil alia Clnesa 
<|uale ment;;e comantla al licco di -mccorreie a’ pov 
comanda a questi di alleviarc colic fatiche le loro stre 1 
e di pot tame le pene con generosa rassegnazione. M 
eteino ! quah massune desolatnu, an/i distruggiti 
ogni ordine civile c soi tale, non s* volcvano unece ins; 
e mantencre da trurolentt banditoid Alla soave 
dell’ Kvangclo eia sostituito il solletii o delle passiofn 
gate, adulate, sospinte ,se Dm non ton, e 1’ interne 
delta dmna sua Madre) a talc strenio di srellerate;; 
il Mondo foise non pote\.i luoulaie maggioie. Roto 
\ mcolo di imti ale, di pmlni/ia c di 1 digit me, 1’ Uomo sr 
nmasto deielitto ad un.i \rta br.tita e selvaggia ; con ■ 
peifidia per soprassello, die i fmibondi deinngoghi 
belli mu miscia l’enisola, mentie combattevano ogni 
lit.\ cd ogni duitto di po'.sessO, crano avulissiini ustti 
delle pubbik be c delle pniate sostanze, e m anoga\a 
donnnio di feroce ed in.iudita tirannide. 

Ma non pm di cssi, o Carissuin, nd di coloro d 
sofisini, ion insidie, e con uiolenti arnnghc avtebbero 
confbrtaie il loio legno. ('iiiaidianio a Noi, dilettis 
stiamn \ igilanti, che non venga a intromettersi negli 
nostri quel pestifem ed assurdo scettinsmo, die dis 
ogni puni'ipio, rompc ogni freno, si lasna andaic in bn 
caso, c precipitando di abisso in abisso, finisce per m 
quel grido spaventevole cbe —non ci } Dio. —Non di 
mod mai dalla filosofia del vangelo, die i la sola infa 
siamo yen e buoni cattoltci, e sareuio veri e buoni citt 
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amercnio rli vcro c profiruo amore la Patna: siamo zclanti 
operaton del bene, epotromo alloia sabre ad opm ilesulera- 
bile felit tta ; \mtiamn le nosur passion, mrtimpostc, ed i 
nostri pu'i fien ed melitp^si nemn i saranno \iuti. 

Putin qnesto, o (an, N in w piryhiamo d.i )u\ c cifli 
tutto il feiune tr (•impaitunu) la nostu pastoi%le Iiencdi 
none. 

Dal Nostio Pala/zo Ah lu'-'i o\ ilc di liolopna questo di 3 
I<S49 


< AKI.o Paid OPPIZZoNI An iv. 


N< > i'K (', pa^e ’05 

1 he expedition of llaion (iimanm Nirotcra was nip.uiised 
li> Maz/im fm the libciation of the Kingdom of the Two 
Suili.h m 183; '1 lie leaders of the expedition weie Niiotcia 
and Pisar ,ine 

They sailed fiom Derma will, a lompanynf the volun- 
teers 1 ll(, y landed at Ponzu, wheie they were met by the 
Koyal troops, and an obstinate simple ensued. Ihs.uane 

"as kill, d on the held, and N irote,a left senseless and almost 

mortal!;, "oumlcd Half of their follow ns weie killed ; the 
other hall taken prisoners uith*N i< otcra. I hey were kept 

"VT 1 "’ l»nn K luouKlit ,0 trial, durm K 

«U1. i-.ne.tl* haul slop and mucky of the,,- ,, f -, ( t ineiu 
e\,.a<d mu, h popul.n indignation and sympathy, M„, 1 , 
feehny , W as also coked l,y the finnness of N„ otcra, who 
Ix-th befoie and d„rm K the ,„al was exposfd ,0 every te.np- 
1 l " , °n llls ’"'ifcderatcs ; and by the ha,si,ness of 

the sentence passed upon |,„ n m ronse<|uen<e of the failure 
of these attempts. 
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